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Nashville, TN 


| climb the hotel stairs two at a time, the need for sleep already shutting down my basic brain functions. It's 
been approximately 36 hours since | last lay my head on anything, and it seems to be taking its toll. Lars is 


walking behind me, climbing one step at a time, but at a significantly faster pace. | stop only when | hear him 
panting behind me. 


"| don't know who came up with this shit. This whole.. Metallica and Def Leppard thing. Burnstein and Mensch 
are being too fuckin’ secretive about the whole thing-although | really like the poolside apartment-but one 
thing's for sure; we'll end up killing each other in the process." He laughs somewhat breathlessly, running a 
hand through his overgrown hair as he reaches my step. 

"Worked alright so far. | don't think a handful more dates will make a diffrence." 

He snorts. 

"Joe" He waits until | turn to look at him. "In this case, a handful means a lot A lot means rampage." 

| wave a dismissal at him. "I'm too tired for that sorta pondering right now." 

‘If you sleep through the briefing, they'll hang you by the balls." 

| rub my face with a grunt. 

"They can suck my arse." 

Lars makes a grimace. 

"Vivid." 

| chuckle as | reach my floor and he lets out a half-choking sound. | glance at him. 

"Aren't drummers supposed to be in better shape?" 

"Fuck you," He feigns offended tone, placing a hand on his chest. "I didn't sign up for another Hetfield, you know." 
"Alright. Lets not push it" 

"Nah, it's fine. As long as you two can deal with each other, there won't be any bloodshed. Well, any major 


bloodshed." 


Minutes later, when my head finally hits the pillow, | feel my brain cooling off; all thoughts of Metallica, 
patching through the tour and other rubbish flying out of my mind. | make an effort to check the clock, 
realizing I've probably got approximately an hour and a half before | need to paint a picture of myself at the 
briefing. 


An insignificant amount of time later - or so it seems to me - a brisk knock comes at the door. Before | have 
fully formed a properly dismissive sentence in my mind, the knocking turns into fist-banging and a familiar 


voice drifts through. 
"Joel It's me!" 
| groan. 


But for some bloody reason, my civilized, forthcoming alter-ego decides to emerge at that very moment ard | 


force my limbs up and to the door. It doesn't seem to affect my tone of voice, though. 
"What?" 

Sav licks his lips. 

"tm hard" 


I'm not entirely sure whether to punch him in the face or shove him against the wall and burn a hole through 
him with my cock. And even though the thought of sending him flying through the window sounds extremely 
tempting, my surprisingly eager libido decides on the latter. 


And Sav knows it. 
Bloody wanker. 


| exhale and run my hand through my hair, then pull him in by the zipper of his trousers, slamming the door 


behind us. 


Approximately forty minutes later, | strut into the bar - sore-muscled, irritated, and still fuckin’ sleep 
deprived. | let my eyes roam indignantly over the menu, eventually settling for a beer | know I'll hate. | rub my 


temples and glance around the room. 


All the fuckin’ sex in this world isn't worth the rubbish | go through afterwards. You'd think a regular booty- 
call without any strings attached would not only be enough - but more than perfect - for Sav and |. Granted, 
it came to pass - Sav didn't quite have the same vision of this on-call shag as | did. 


| wrap a palm around the cool bottle of beer as soon as it lands in front of me, and | simply rest my hand on 


it for a while, letting the cold seep inside. 


Blimey, he doesn't even have to say it. The bitter, possessive comments and unsaid things that hang above the 
fuckin’ bed are enough for me. And-rewinding the tape, it seems things tend to get like that every now and 
then. This isn't the first time he's acted out. Unrequited feelings.? Is that the term? 


Bloody hell. 
| wrap three fingers around the bottle neck and draw a good portion of the liquid out. 


Unrequited feelings my arse. He just needs a bloody nurse. If he can't deal with the circumstances of what's 
supposed to be good shag, then to hell with him. 


"Elliott" 


| crane my neck, noticing a hairy blond waving me from the nearby booth. | raise my bottle and he motions me 


over. | plaster on a smile and walk over to him, beer in hand. 

"Hetfield, you old minger! What's up?" | slap his hand as | slide down to sit by his side and he grins. 
"Not bad," He exclaims and | eye the empty bottles on the table and a half empty plate of chips. 
"Already ‘aving a jolly good time, | see." 

He makes a dismissive gesture. 


"What's with the sulking over there?" His chin nods in the direction of the bar. | inhale a lungful of smoke-filled 


air. 
"Ah, rubbish. Regular problems. Why are you plastered already? We've got a briefing to do." 

He raises a finger loosely. 

"And a pool party afterwards. Which sounds better than briefing. And l'm not drunk." He makes a grimace that 
looks like the aftermath of a heartburn, then brushes the bottles aside with his forearm. “Speaking of drunk, 
the Guns are here." 

| raise an eyebrow, mouth wrapped around my beer. 

"Yeah, not all of them," he adds. "Slash and the other two. Axl Pose isn't around." 

| unglue the bottle from my lips with a pop-sound and smirk at him. 

"You gonna pay ‘em a visit?" 

He snorts, glaring from under his blond bangs. 


"Like shit. They wanna say 'hi', they can use their own legs. | hear Kirk's already making friends." 


| pat his shoulder. 
"Don't be jealous, love. You'll grow up and make friends too." 


He flips me off and | laugh, chugging on my beer. The day might not turn out so bad after all. 


Passing the overzealous Terror Twins splattering at the shallowest end of the pool approximately two hours 
later, | glance around the area, now illuminated solely by the lampoons and underwater lamps. James is walking 
beside me, both hands in his cut-offs’ pockets, and he's checking out the Guns N' Roses members at the bar. 
The band's bass player is perched on a black stool, with a lap full of a petite redhead, while his curly-headed 
guitar-mate is hunched over the bar, clusters of smoke shielding his face. 

| elbow James's arm. 

"Cheer up, mate. It could always be Motley Crue." 

He replies with a snort that sounds like he's about to choke. | grin at his expression. 

"Yeah, or it could be those two clowns," he mutters, and | follow his gaze to a set of recliners by the closest 
side of the pool. Kirk and Sav are sitting on each one, and Kirk seems to be feeding Sav or something equally 


ridiculous. 


| motion for James to follow and in a few strides, we're close enough to see that Kirk seems to be putting 


make-up on Sav's eyes, which are currently darting across the sky like headlights. 
"Think that's a good idea, Kirk?" 

The guitarist turns around, hand stopping in mid-air. 

‘Isn't he girly enough without it?" | chuckle and James joins in. 

Sav sends me a glare. 


"Wouldn't it be great to accentuate that beauty, then?" Kirk asks philosophically, drawing an allegedly- 


spontaneous flare at the outer end of Sav's upper lid. 


"If you're a bird" | murmur, swinging back and forth on my feet. 


Sav sends me another glare and then squeezes Kirk's bent knee in encouragement. "Go on 
| glance at James as he pats my shoulder, steering me away with a shake of head. 


"He does look like one," | mumble to him as we circle the pool. | sit down in one of the recliners and James 


parks by my side, spreading his legs and leaning back with a sigh. 
"Don't they both?" 

| smirk. 

‘If you close one eye, you can always pretend." 


| lean forward and grab one of the six-packs floating inside the large barrel by the pool. | rip the nylon and 
hand one bottle to James, who eyes me suspiciously. | grin even wider at him and he shakes his head. 


"Fuckin! weirdo." 

He slams the bottle open against the recliner, tossing the cap away and tipping the drink. | lean back and let the 
cool bottom of my beer rest on my sternum. A playful thought pops in the back of my mind and | begin 
twirling the bottle on my skin 

"Don't tell me you ‘aven't thought about it” 

James stares ahead for a few seconds, then glances at me, a menacing look in his blue eyes. The next moment 
his face scrunches up as a balloon of water hits him square in the face. He wipes his eyes, then pulls a small 
cushion from behind my back and hits Jason in the head with it. 

"Hey!" 


"Watch where you splash, Newkid!" 


Jason looks like he's offended for a moment, but then he slowly takes the soaking pillow and tosses it out to 
the strand in front of my feet. James starts to rise from his seat but | grab his bicep. 


"Let him be, mate. He's ‘aving fun" 
James reluctantly leans back and takes to his bottle again, glaring from under his brow. He parts his lips 
enough to grumble something, but a shrieking yell makes his expression sober up and we both look towards the 


apartment area, where it seems to be coming from. 


| leave my put down my bottle, then eyebrow my way toward James to indicate we should go and see what's 


going on. About thirty yards later, we're at the entrance along with Kirk, Sav, Steve, Phil and Slash, and just as 


we're about to get in, a screaming blonde storms out, clutching bundled up clothes to her chest. 


We stroll inside one by one, poking around until we encounter Lars in one of the rooms; sitting half-naked and 


utterly pissed off in the middle of the bed - rubbing his scalp. 

"Did you fuckin’ see that?! That bitch pulled my hair so fuckin’ hard it's still falling off-" He brings his fist to 
his face, letting out a shriek. "If | go bald because of her, l'm gonna hunt her down and rip all of that fuckin’ 
hairspray from her head-goddamntuckinggroupies they're all fuckin’ nuts—" 

"Slow down, fucker.” James puts both hands on his hips. "What the hell did you do to her?" 

"Dude-dude, | didn't do anything She fuckin’ jumped and started hitting me on the head and look-l've got a 
fuckin’ bump right here," He demonstrates, wincing as he touches his skull. "I don't even know where this 
fuckin’ shit came from-I was minding my own business, getting into the mood-" 

James rolls his eyes, rubbing his temple with two fingers. 

"What did she freak out on, Lars?" 


Lars stops talking, confused. Then he resumes yelling. 


"The fuckin’ cuffs and whips and all that sick shit over there!" He gestures toward the opposite nightstand, and 


we all follow his arm's direction, spotting various sorts of equipment there. 

"Well why did you bring all that crap in the first place?!" James scowls, roaring at him. 

"Dude, | fuckin’ didn't! That's not minel" Lars pokes into his nude chest, eyes resembling saucers. 

"Well then how did it find its way into your room?" James asks in a way he would a ten year old child. 
"This isn't my fuckin’ room, it's Kirk's!" 


| turn my attention to Kirk, along with the others. The guitarist bites a cuticle, cheeks darkening and gaze 


trailing across the wall. 

"Sick fuck." James murmurs in frustration. "Should've known it was you." 
Kirk gives him the finger. 

"What | do in my own time doesn't concern you, Het." 


"It does if-" 


"Well, Kirk" Lars interrupts, crossing his arms over his chest. "Unless you want me to fuck you, you'd better 
go find me a chick" 


"Well, Lars," Kirk raises an eyebrow. "Unless you want me to whip your skinny ass with this-you'd better use 


your own room next time." 

| resist the urge to laugh, folding my arms and clasping a hand over my mouth. Before Lars has the 
opportunity to spit back, Slash creeps up to the nightstand, helping himself to a pair of black leather cuffs. He 
inspects them for a moment before mumbling. "Sick" 

He turns to Kirk. "I like it." 

Laughter bubbles out of my chest. "God, you're all off your onions." 


James glances over his bandmates once more, the expression on his face reflecting a total lack of amusement. 


"Don't worry, it doesn't break easily." Kirk explains to Slash as he pulls out a long, thin whip. "I've had it for 


months." 

"Cool" Slash glides his fingers across the thickest part of the whip. "Where'd you buy it?" 

‘Oh you can borrow mine, it's okay." Kirk smiles. 

James groans and shakes his head, storming out of the room. | follow, my chest still vibrating from the 


chuckles. 


"There's something to be said about that, though." | tell him once we're settled by the pool with a tray of 
snacks between us. | watch the side lamps illuminate the rippled surface as | cut through the water with my 
calves. James picks up a meatball from the plate and pops it into his mouth, licking the oil from his fingers. 


"The only thing that can be said about that is that l'm playing with a bunch of loons." The hard purpose of the 
sentence sort of gets lost through his half-full mouth and the fact that he looks all the way a happy camper 
sitting here eating. He dips his fingers into the water and rubs them together to get some of the oil off, then 
reaches to the other side of his thigh for his lukewarm beer. 


"Nah, mate." | turn my bottle upside down, a few drops trickling out of it. "You haven't slept in the same room 
as the Terror Twins - you don't know loons." | leave the empty bottle aside and focus my attention on the 
food plate, contemplating between a sausage chop and a stick with salami and olives impaled on it. 


James glances over at me, tongue working something in his mouth. 


"Yeah, what's the deal with those two?" He cranes his neck to look past me. | glance in that direction, seeing 


Phil and Steve chase a curvy blonde's mouth between them, splashing and giggling - all three. 
"They seem birth-corded. | don't think I've ever seen them apart" 

| chuckle, deciding to cut the decision process and pick the sausage chop. 

"They rarely are." 

| grimace as the taste of chlorine ruins the taste of meat. 


"Ugh." | gulp down the sausage and quickly pick up the olive toothpick to erase the taste. "Anyway.. yeah, they 


clicked from the start, | guess. We're used to them." 
| munch on the fruit and toss the small stick away. | gesture at James to hand me over a beer. 
"I think they even pee together." | chuckle, taking the opened bottle from him and gulping down a small amount. 


"Are they... James clears his throat, hands meeting in his lap. "you know?" He wipes his palms against his wet 


cut-off jeans, seemingly unconsciously. 


| purse my lips and my gaze finds a slender brunette lying on a mat across the pool, chatting with another girl. 
| exhale and turn to James. 


"Don't know. Never got any proof they are.. never got any proof they aren't" A scowl finds its way to my 
face. "Didn't wanna get involved" | take another sip of my beer, and then lick my lips. "Figured I'd hate if others 
poked their nose in my business." 

James nods. He then brushes down the air bubbles caught up on the water-darkened hairs on his thighs. 


"Would you mind?" 


| observe the brunette, who seems to be taking off the upper part of her bathing suit. | rest the cool bottom 
of the bottle on my naked thigh, watching the bird giggle and whisper something over to her companion. 


"What?" | ask without looking at him. 


"If they.. you know." | reluctantly tear my gaze from the brunette and glance at James. For a moment, a slight 
flush seems to be darkening his cheeks, and | briefly wonder if it's only the poor lighting that's making me see 
that. A smile tugs at my lips, but | restrain it in the last moment. 


"| don't know. Guess the manly thing to say would be `yes'" | smirk, watching for any reaction from him, and 
when he eventually returns the gesture, | continue. "But its just you and me, right?" | take a sip of my beer, 
still looking at him. 


"Yeah, | guess." His expression makes me think he might be sort of sick, so | squeeze his knee in 


encouragement, leaving the bottle aside. 
"Relax, mate." 


James's attention seems to be focused on his feet cutting through the turquoise water. He wiggles his toes 
somewhat tensely, looking like he's holding back a sigh. 


"You ever lost someone?" 


| blink, and then scowl, not expecting the topic. | glance down at the snack plate, picking up a bundle of cheese 
and ham. | pop it into my mouth, tossing the toothpick aside. 


"Not anyone close to me. Why?" 


When | look at James again, his gaze seems intent on burning a vortex in the water surface. He then inhales 


sharply and glances over at me. 


"No reason" He grins. "Guess this beer's making me mellow, huh? Fuckin’ shit" He stands up, legs dragging some 


of the water out and to the strand and the food on it. "Gotta piss." 


| hear a few sloshing sounds as he walks away and my brow creases once more. 


Cerulean 


Author's Notes: 
Et voilal The next chapter. Beware, though. This work contains poor attempts at humor, dialogue full of various 


types of cheese and just a sprinkle of pretentiousness. You have been warned. :) 


Atlanta, GA 


My cheeks stretch into a grin as | see James jangling up and down the strings on the stage, eyes scanning the 
broad expanse of the venue. Roadies creep up and down the aisles, fixing cables and equipment in place. A few 
yards behind him, Lars is banging on the cymbals half-heartedly but there is no sign of Kirk or Jason 
anywhere near. | hear James mumble the start of the chorus to Seek and Destroy, so | sneak up to Kirk's 
microphone and yell: "Peas and meatballs!" 

His head jerks around, spotting me quickly. | grin and he raises his middle finger, the strings of his guitar 
jangling as he releases them. | return the gesture and continue improvising into the microphone. A couple of 
seconds later, James strolls over to me and moves it out of my grasp. 

"Stop crippling my fuckin’ song, Elliott” 

| grin at him again, crossing my hands behind my back. 


"| quite fancy it this way, actually. Seek and Destroy wore off some time ago, if you ask me." 


"The only thing that's gonna wear off are your butt cheeks after | kick ‘em across the pond and back to 


Yorkshire." His grin turns menacing. 
A thrilling sensation appears in my chest but | ignore it. 
"All bark, no bite, Het” | slap his shoulder and pass him by. 


"The fuck are you doing here anyway?" James asks, and | can tell by his voice that he is following me. "You're 


not supposed to practice for another hour or two." 


| stroll over to Lars, who isn't playing anymore, but rather sitting behind his drum kit, squeezing the skin of 
the inside of his ring finger. A few drops of blood trickle out and | watch him suck on the cut. 


"| came to see if you're gonna be any good tonight," | reply to James, biting my lip. | jerk my chin towards 
Lars. "You fuck it up?" 


Lars shakes his head. 


"Nah, just gotta wrap it. | told Jim | needed fuckin’ white sticks, white, not this raw-wood crap; | keep getting 


splinters—" 


‘Oh ha-ha" James snorts, a little too late. "We're gonna kick your ass so hard you won't be sitting down for a 


year. Collectively," He adds. 

| puff out a breath, hooking my thumbs in my jeans’ pockets. 

"Bollocks. Besides, we don't sit around anyway; we're always working.” 

James snorts again, hips thrusting against his Flying Vand arms crossing over his chest. 
"You fuckin’ Europeans are all able to lick your own balls, I'll just bet” 

Lars laughs behind his kit, lips attached to his finger. 

"You're just fuckin jealous, Het." 

"Blow me, Lars." 


"Ah-wait till I'm gone." | interject, raising my hands in the air. Making eye-contact with James, | quirk one 
eyebrow. "Pub, after the gig?" 


"Bring a butt-donut and you're on" 
My gut jumps at those words but | just raise a finger over my shoulder, strolling down the stairs. 


"We'll see about that!" 


Some hours after the gig, though, | am more than knackered, but somehow, the thought of spending the 
aftermath in James's company sounds a lot better than sleeping. Pulling the almost burnt cigarette out of my 
mouth, | observe the salt and pepper cinders tumble into the peanuts bowl. My gaze lands on the solitary table 
across from my booth, where Phil is sitting with Lars, apparently having a good laugh over something. James 


slides into the booth and drops two bottles onto the glossy surface of the table. 


"The bartender says hi’ 
| squish the cigarette butt against the bottom of the ashtray and blow smoke through my nostrils. 
"Bite me." 


‘I'm not messin’ with you." James says, opening one of the beers and taking a swig. "She's got it in a bunch for 


you." He grins. 

| watch his expression, my eyebrows rising. | crane my neck to check out the petite brunette that is currently 
fiddling with bottles under the bar. Even though my eyes like what they see, the excitement l'm supposed to 
be feeling at the prospect of getting laid doesn't live up to my usual standards. | return my gaze to the table. 
"Good to know." 


James grabs a couple of chips from the bowl on the table and stuffs them into his mouth. He turns his head 
to the side, then looks back at me. 


"Who pissed on you?" 
| throw him a glance. 
"Nobody." 


"Indigestion problems?" He asks seriously, then grins. | exhale in response. His expression drops. "What the fuck, 


man?" 


| open my mouth briefly, then close it again My eyes narrow and my fingers itch for the cigarette | put out a 


couple of minutes ago. 
"Lars said something. We're gonna end up killing each other and such bollocks." 


"You must've noticed that Lars has two holes, both of them cleared for talking. That in itself is a mistake, 


seeing as he sometimes tends to use the wrong one." 
| smirk, then shake my head. 


"It doesn't seem that way, right?" | gaze at the table hosting Lars and Phil. My fingers climb to scratch my 
right cheek. 


"Course not" He assures me. “sides, you don't have to worry about us killing each other, we'd kick your asses 
in the first round.” 


My eyes flicker to him, soaking in the face-splitting grin. | scan the surroundings, inevitably taking notice of a 
cloud of sprayed blond hair - with a bandana - approaching the bar. Two birds hang on his elbows, both 
wearing something that | believe is supposed to be cut-off trousers, but look more like knickers. 

| nudge James under the table. 

"Look what the moggy dragged in" 

James glances at the bar and snorts. 


"Gimme your plate." 


"Why..? Oh no-" | chuckle as | see him stuff two fingers into his mouth. "Keep that rubbish in. Who knows 
what else might crawl in through the door." 


"Good point.” James slaps his belly and leans back, loading his stomach with beer once more. 


The Bandana circles the bar, turning around like a crossbreeding of a glam rock Julius Caesar and a really 


cheap looking U-Haul. 


"Fuck, he's coming over." | grab my jacket and throw it at James, turning in my seat under pretence that | am 


checking something at the bottom of the backrest. 
Alright, the excuse just might suck. 


"Pussy." | glance at James just as he ducks under the jacket. | turn back around with a roll of eyes and 


resume fiddling with thin air on the seat. Perhaps a minute later, | hear James hiss at me. 
"He's gone." 


| turn around and peek out of the booth. The crowd closes back in, dancing, passing through and drinking. | drop 


back into my seat, staring at James. 

"Pussy, eh?" 

Grabbing a handful of peanuts, | throw them at him, but he just chuckles, taking his beer from the table. My 
ears pick up on something that sounds too bloody familiar, seconds later registering as a popular - and very 
annoying - Bronski Beat tune. 


"Hey, | was simply trying to get that thing off me, just so—whafe" 


| groan once more for effect. 


"Let's just go to my room, alright?" | drag a couple of bills out of my pocket and dump them on the table, 
then stomp the ashtray on one end. "I'll go bonkers if | have to listen to this all night.” 


The bottle makes a sucky sound as it unglues itself from James's mouth, loud enough to be heard over the 


music. 
"Aw. And here | thought the previous Madonna tune really knocked your pulse up.” 


| flip him off and slide out of the booth, grabbing my untouched beer by the neck. His hand brushes against 


my back so | know he's following me. | curse as | start climbing up the stairs, holding a hand to the wall. 

"| should've skipped that pig swill-ls that what you Americans call ale ‘ere?" 

| count down the seconds until he makes a reaction He kicks me in the arse with a knee and | grin 

"You're babbling, Yorkshire." He tells me as we reach our floor. "And don't tell me Sheffield serves better." 
"Bang no. That's why | left" 

"You left Sheffield because of beer." His tone is only faintly amused. 

“Among other things." 

James snorts. 

| walk over to my door, double-checking the number plate. 

"They've got some crap that burns off y'r liver right away. | swear they load it from the gutter in the back 
alley. That ain't even brushed against a fuckin’ ale." | nudge the door and go inside. "One day I'll get you to try 
it. My treat." 

"Thanks, but no thanks." 

"Your throat will never be the same." 

"Yeah, yeah." James urges me to walk faster, clicking the table lamp on as he enters. | leave my bottle on the 
nearby chair and proceed to the bed, dropping on it and staying there. | glance at the ceiling, a thick sigh 
escaping my lungs. 

"The shithole free?" James asks, already headed for the loo. 


| snort and fold my arms under my head. "Would | be down in that boozer with you if | ‘ad a bird in ‘ere?" 


"| didn't say bird, necessarily." James calls out. The door rattles as it knocks against the post and comes back. | 


fling a forearm over my eyes. 

Moments later, a brisk knock comes at the door. | groan and yell out. 

"Don't know where the Twins are, don't care!" 

"What did you say..?" James calls out from the loo. 

| shake my head, then realize he can't see me. 

‘Joe, open up, its me." 

Cursing under breath, | climb out of the bed and stroll over to the door, opening it to Peter's crimson face. 
"What?" | ask impatiently. My eyebrow jumps as | take in his appearance. "Did you carry the torch to here?" 
Knuckles on the doorpost, Peter rolls his eyes and breathes out. "Have you seen Sav?" 

| pat my thighs and chest with a concerned expression. 

"Mustve dropped him somewhere. I'll send the dogs after him." 


"Wiseass." Peter mumbles. "Lay off the weird stuff. Its making you think you have a sense of humor." He adds 
before disappearing down the hall. 


| slam the door and drop back on my bed, eyes drifting shut. A small earthquake shakes me and | grunt, 
opening one eye to see James lighting a cigarette. 


"What did he want?" He asks. 
"Where'd you get that?" 


"Your toilet" He puffs out a smoke, throwing both the pack and the lighter to the nightstand. "By the cup to 


be precise." A row of teeth flashes under blond moustache. 
My arm stretches out behind him. 
"You're probably smokin’ somebody's piss right now." 


James glances at me. 


| grin. 


"Thanks for that image, dick" He eyes the cigarette for a second, but then takes a smoke nevertheless. | inhale 


and stretch, feeling my stomach grumble. 


"Hand me the phone," | tell him, stifling a yawn. | take the receiver from him and dial the reception "ello there. 


Yes, could you bring over some chips? With a di-" 


"Gimme that." James rips the phone away from me and holds it between his thumb and ring finger. | smirk and 


start chasing around the cigarette he's still holding between his first and second finger, but he flaps me away. 


"Yeah? Don't listen to the Brit. Send us some French fries. Yes. Potato. Not the silly thing they sell in vending 


machines. Room 413." He slams the receiver down and glares at me. 

"Motherfuckin’ chips." 

| resist the urge to laugh, deciding to stare at him with an offended expression instead. 
"| was gonna order dip on the side." 

James stretches to grab the bottle from the chair and then plants it in front of me. 
"Here's the only dip you'll need" 


| feign a sour face and grab the beer. "Guess It'll ‘ave to do." | tip the bottle and drink a significant amount in 


one go. Wiping my mouth with one forearm, | watch James draw on his cigarette, looking around the room. 
"You got a bar here?" 

| roll over to the opposite nightstand, opening the cabinet. 

"Name your poison" 

"You know I'll want you to bring the whole thing here." 

| click my tongue in reply. 

"No can do." Gripping a transparent bottle of something, | toss it over across the bed. "Check that." 


James eyes the label, nodding. He rips the ribbon off and takes a swig, then leaves it against the headboard. | 
scoot toward him, watching him topple back, resting his head on the large pillow. 


He shakes the cinders off his cigarette to the floor, blowing smoke out of his mouth. | chew on the corner of 


my bottom lip, then let it slide out. 
"What'd you mean when you asked me if | lost someone?" | query in a low voice. 


His head whips to look at me, and he does it in a way that seems as though he's more thrown by the fact 


that | asked him that, not that | remember our conversation 

"When?" 

‘ees 

"Nothing," he mumbles. 

One of his hands sweeps restless bangs off his forehead and | watch a long strand of his hair get squished by 
his shoulder. | reach out and pull it from under him, then raise it in the air. The light that's coming from the 
lamp by the opposite wall makes it look even paler and lighter than usual 

"The fuck are you doing?" James asks. 

"Hts so naturally blond" | murmur, saying the first thing that comes to mind, "Wonder if it's like that eve~" 


"Shut up." 


"Oh come on" | chuckle through a snort, the thought of getting to see for myself making my blood surge. "| 


wanna know." 

James blows smoke through his nose. 
"It is. Now knock it off" 

"Not until you show me." 


"Fuck off" 


Something makes me push the matter and | trail a hand over his hip, my heartbeat getting louder with each 


inch that my fingers leave behind. He slaps me away moments later. 
| laugh, somewhat disappointed but also relieved. | lick my lips. 
I'll show you mine if you show me yours." 


"| don't give a fuck what color your pubes are!" 


Whether it's the statement alone, or the need to let out the breath | was holding, laughter bubbles out of my 
throat and | cough out residual smoke, clean and filthy air and everything else left in my lungs and | keep on 
laughing, rolling over to my stomach. My body keeps on shaking even as James knees my side. His tone sound 
partially amused when he speaks up. 

"You gonna be alright there? ..Fucker." 

| roll over, my cheeks a dozen degrees warmer than a minute ago. 


"Oh shit" | wipe a tear from my cheek. 


James snorts, shaking the cinders off his cigarette and looking around for an ashtray. He picks up my half- 
drained pint and throws the cigarette butt inside. 


"Eyl | was drinkin’ that.” 
"Now you're not” James scoots down until his he is lying outstretched and then turns over to his side, 
watching me contemplate between putting on a pissed off expression and admitting | don't give a fuck. | know he 


can see the indecisiveness on my face, so | simply drop down to the bed and watch him fold one arm under his 


cheek. 

"You look utterly fucked" 

My head lolls down to the pillow at his words. 

Feel too." My eyes drift closed for a moment. "And not the good kind" 
James snorts. 

"The good kind. Ha." 

| bite my lip. "Gonna be a long fuckin’ tour if it goes on like this." 
"Mhm" 

| glance up at the ceiling, my heart rate returning to normal. 
"But at least | know we kicked your arse." 

James sniggles, snorts, and then sniggles some more. 


"Oh please. You sucked so bad half the crowd went home mid-show." 


"Half the crowd was in a huge mosh-pit, that's how fuckin’ brilliant we were." | prop my head on a hand. "Unlike 
you lot. | think | saw the front row chain~yawn during Master of Puppets" 


James bares his teeth and tackles me to the bed. 

"Remember well what this room looks like, because this is your last day on planet Earth." 

Ignoring my pulse that just went up again, | squint at him. 

"Says who? Pussy hiding behind a jacket?" 

James growls, wraps a hand around my throat and straddles my thighs. | gasp, covering it with laughter. | can 
see he's trying to glare at me, but gives up soon, trying to figure out my sudden burst of joy. His grip loosens 
and | chuckle at him. 


"You are so easy to manipulate." 
Yy P 


James releases my throat and places both arms around my head, grinning. | can feel his strong thighs 


tightening around my hips and | fight the urge to swallow, or even worse, make a sound. 


"You like being choked, don't ya? Chains, torture, all that bullshit?" He says, licking his lips. "I can arrange that, 
if you'd like.” 


| raise an eyebrow. Once | open my mouth to reply, the words | intended to say get stomped on and new ones 


slip out instead. 

"Only if | get to try it out on you." 

James stares at me with full-blown pupils. He's still smirking. | can't tell if he's making any sound or not, 
because the only thing | hear is my blood, pumping right up there in my ears. My clothes tighten around my 
sweaty skin and | fight the need to squirm. If | squirm, | will rub up against him. That thought forces a groan 


out of me, but | stop it last moment, wondering since when puns provoke strange reactions in me. 


James is still staring at me. | allow my gaze to trail down his set jaw and barely parted lips and the urge to 


challenge his lack of response with an eyebrow and a few words almost dies away as my eyes explore. 
A brittle knock comes at the door. 
"Room service." 


| release the breath | was holding and it kicks against James then comes back to me. | realize he's blinking and | 
suddenly become aware of the warmth of his skin radiating through thin clothing. 


| clear my throat. 
"You'd better get that" 
James stares at me for another couple of seconds before licking his lips. 


"Yeah." 


He climbs off and heads to answer the door, leaving a cloud of cold air behind. 


Turquoise 


Author's Notes: 
Should | say that I'm not actually satisfied with this chapter or is that a given? Yeah, that's a given I'm hardly 
satisfied with my chapters. Meh. Who cares what | think? You be the judge. :) 


Houston, TX 


Passing the staircase currently hosting a grim-looking Peter and an apparently nervous Lars, | spot Sav sitting 
by the round bar in the nearly empty pub-or whatever they call pubs around here. | approach the row of 
stools in long strides, taking him by the shoulder. 


| start to speak, but he keeps on staring ahead, ignoring me completely. He lowers the mug down, licking his lips. 
His eyes scan the bottles across from him. Words fly out of my mouth on their own. 


"What the ‘ell's up with you?" 
Sav looks at me blankly 

"Nothing. Why?" 

| glare at him for a few seconds before looking aside. 


| know what this is about. And | recognize that bitter feeling at the bottom of my stomach. | let out a sigh, 
scanning the other side of the pub, behind the bar. 


"Sav. Bloody hell. This was supposed to be a good escape." | let my elbow rest on the cold surface, wondering 
how to get this entire thing over with. "I don't know what | did to make you misinterpret it" | give him my 
most serious, eyebrow-convenient expression. "For what its worth," | gesture vaguely in front of me. "I'm 
sorry. 

He snorts, looking ahead. 


"What, now?" 


"IFs just funny, you know." 


"What?" 

"Escape." He raises the mug to his lips, glancing at me. "Seems you were the only one escaping. Right?" 

| lose my patience, my voice rising and ringing clearly in the deserted pub. 

‘Is there some poetry hidden in there? Spare me the discovery and spill it, will yer?" 

Sav shakes his head and stares ahead. 

"You can sod off now, thank you very much. I'm a grown man, you know?" 

At that moment, the first words that come to mind are / dont give a fuck, and that surprises me. Since when 
do | not care about well-being of one of my ‘mates? Not being able to deal with questions, | raise my hands in 


the air and growl out: "Fine. Good thing thats out of the way." 


Strong heartbeat makes a proper soundtrack as | let my legs and anger carry me from that place. Just as l'm 


leaving, Sav tosses over his shoulder: "Hope Hetfield gets it" 

| stop in my tracks, unable to ignore the comment that suspiciously sounds more like a pin than parting words. 
Alright, I'll bite. 

"Gets what?" 

Sav tilts his head and smiles at me, pulling a wrinkled bill out of his pocket and tossing it onto the bar surface. 
"What you didn't give to me." 


| feel my throat constricting and a tightening feeling spreads out throughout my intestines. I'm on him before | 


know it, so close in his face | can feel his hitched breath on my chin 
"Is this about your fuckin’ vanity, Sav?" 


"My fuckin’ vanity?" He snaps at me. "Interesting. If | recall well, out of the people ‘aving this conversation," He 
presses a finger to my chest. "I'm not the one unable to take it” 


My reply sounds more like a growl than words even to me. 
"You are seriously pushing it, Sav." 


"Don't." His tone turns low, and I'm inclined to say, cold "Trust me; you don't wanna finish this conversation" 


My heart thrums in my chest and | can feel the walls closing in on me. The strips sun casts on the Tile 
darkens to an ill brown color and the whole place seems to suck the light into itself, leaving the air grim and 


deprived of oxygen. When | force some words out, they are of utter wonder and helplessness. 

"Bloody hell. | had no idea you were so bitter.” 

‘lm not" Sav says, sliding off his stool. "And. whatever he's doing? | hope it works out for him." 

He slaps my shoulder and walks on. The sounds of cutlery clanking and an occasional glass ring fade into 
background and | straddle the warmed stool he abandoned, dropping my forearms onto the bar. | swallow an 
out of place lump and stare through the solid brown mug in front of me. 

Whatever Het is doing? He is doing bollocks. | don't even know what he's referring to. That... thing, back in 
Atlanta; Sav couldn't have known about-alright, there was no thing | was just knackered from the show, and 
slightly pissed, and so was James. What's there to even think about? 

But whatever | tell myself, one part of my mind insists on the fact that what Sav said hit a spot in my chest 
and even when he's gone, | feel myself shoveling away to bury that part of our conversation as deep as l'l 
manage. 


"Can | get you anything, sir?" 


My head snaps up at the pretty face that makes the offer. | can already feel my mood - along with my brow 
- practically leaking down onto my eyes. And the day has barely begun. 


"A horse tranquilizer would be good" 


But sometimes, in order to get something out of the way, you've got to place it in front of you and deal with 


it. Straddle it and steer it as hard as you can in one direction and see where it leads you. 
| don't know why. I'd rather not think about the why. 


| stroll around the grass covered parking lot barely half an hour later, eyeing the busses one by one, until | 
find the one I'm looking for. My hands start to sweat, which is odd, because that doesn't happen to me, but | 
simply wipe them off my jeans without giving it much thought. | poke my head in, then climb into the vehicle 
and squint into the moderate darkness. Staleness sweeps through my nostrils and | step over empty bottles 


and random clothing pieces, walking down the corridor in order to try and spot him. 
"Het, you there, mate?" 


A hand rises above the last pair of seats and | smile to myself, the knots Sav created in my gut untying 


slowly. Approaching the end of the bus, | notice James is sitting huddled with a notebook in his lap, one leg 
raised up on the heating unit of the bus. 


"Hey," he mumbles without raising his gaze, while chewing on the head of his pencil. My fingers hook on the 
luggage shelf and | smile down at him. 


"What're yer writing?" 


"Bullshit, apparently." James retorts, scooting aside to free the other seat. "Supposed to be lyrics but | can't 


write crap Today." 

| invite myself to sit down beside him, tilting my head to look at the first page. He leaves the pencil on the 
heater, then throws the notebook into my lap and looks out the window, crossing his arms on his groin. There's 
an intent look on the portion of his face | can see, and I'm not sure | like it. 

Tossing the first few pages back and forth, | hold the item to him. 

"This is good, mate." 


James snorts. 


"Forget it. I'll just get drunk today. Writing can wait" He rubs his nose with his knuckles. "Don't know why | even 
showed it to you." 


He keeps staring out the window, one hand covering his mouth. | let my hand drop, glancing over the rejected 
notebook once again | know there's stuff he's not telling me, and | don't blame him. | wouldn't tell me, if | were 
him. But it still creates a somewhat uncomfortable weight in my gut. 

"Does it help?" | ask him. 

James's head turns towards me. 


"What?" 


"This." | raise at the bond of papers, locking my ankle on my opposite knee. James looks down at the notebook, 
then back at me. His lips form a thin line and he quickly returns his attention to the view through the window. 


"Sometimes | convince myself." 


| don't know what to say to him. Staring at the visible part of his profile, | lick my lips and decide to push, 


nevertheless. 


"What happened?" 


| don't expect to hear the truth, but its worth a try. 


| was born" James attempts a smile, but gives up quickly, a grim expression settling on his face. "But yeah, 


that's how it began" 


A sudden sour feeling comes over me as his words sink in He probably thinks he's being funny, but | get the 
feeling he's only half joking. | watch him lick his lips, glaring at something outside. 


"My father took flight. My mother died. | met Lars. Cliff fucked off to greener pastures." His eyebrows knit 
together. "And now l'm living a happy rockstar life." He looks at me. "Thats the chewed and spit out version 
But it's the gist of it" 


| nod, settling my hand on his shoulder - squeezing briefly - and hoping he won't squirm away. He doesn't. 


"But if you're wondering about this," He grabs the notebook and tosses it to the heating unit. "| couldn't change 
it even if | wanted to. Kirk would send me to the nuthouse." He grins. "He loves the shit | write." 


| decide my hand has overstayed its welcome so | let it drop to my lap. 

"You'd think a pretty thing like him would be all for Woodstock themes." 

"| know, right?" James snorts. "What's with the titles, though? Do you want me to hook you two up or what?" 
| laugh, glad that | managed to steer him back into his everyday growl. 

"Don't be touchy, Het. I'd never mess with your property." 

| grin as he glowers at me. 

"Kirk isn't my property, dick" 

"Either way." | sigh, feeling somewhat out of oxygen in the sultry bus. "You wanna grab a bite?" 

One hand drifts onto his stomach. 


"As a matter of fact, | could" 


"You know, | think l'm starting to see a pattern here." 


| turn my head to see Phil and Jason walking toward our table with intent looks on their faces. | glance at 


James, and then let my hand with the fork drop to the table. 

"Alright, Collen. If it makes you feel better, pretend | asked for more details." 
James smirks as he cuts off a chunk of beef and stuffs his mouth with it. 
"Mind if we join you?" 


"As a matter of fact, we do, Newkid.” James sends out a glare, washing the meat down with beer. Jason sits 


down nevertheless, followed by Phil. | dive back into my food. 


‘| wonder what you lot will do once this tour's over." Phil says, draping one elbow over the back of the chair. 


James's gulp sounds suspiciously like a growl. | look at him, then back at my guitarist. 
"Do | want to know what you mean?" 


Phil raises a hand in the air. "I'm just saying. Gonna be tough. But oi, that's what love letters are for, right, 
mate?" 


| kick him under the table. 

James makes a fist and starts studying it. 

"See this fist, Phil?" 

"Point taken. But I'm just... saying. 

"Speaking of fists, where's Lars?" Jason asks. 

| smile, shoving a bite to the corner of my mouth and murmuring a reply. 
"Getting a rectal massage from Mensch." 

Cutlery rattles as James's hands drop to the table. 


"For fuck's sake, Elliott!” He crumbles a napkin to his mouth. "If you wanted to buy me lunch, you could've just 
paid for this one." 


| laugh, switching my knife with a fork. 


"Sorry, mate; didn't know Lars's arse has such an effect on you" | stab a slice of cheese and chew on it. "But 


l'm serious. He's getting ironed for all the rubbish that's happened back in Nashville." 

James swallows down a bite. "Whips and shit?" 

| nod and Phil laughs. "And the screaming groupie, probably." 

"Where the fuck was | when this happened?" Jason looks at Phil. "| keep hearing stories, but." 
"You were playing submarines in the pool," James replies. Jason ignores the remark. 

"Well, what happened to all the equipment?" 


Wiping his mouth with the back of one hand, James chugs the rest of his beer and leans back, eyebrows 


scrunching at the root of his nose. 


"Slash rented it for the weekend,” he grumbles. "Works with Kirk, | guess, since there's no evidence of any shit 


now. 
"But Lars is still brickin’ it" | drop the silverware and grab my untouched ale. Yards behind Phil, | notice the 
pretty bartender from this morning and | feel a point in my chest being released. A point | had no idea was 
pinned in the first place. Grasping the newly acquired wings of proverbial freedom, | clear my throat. "Excuse 


me, lads, I've got to do something." 


Dropping my beer to the table, | glance once more at James, who checks the line of my gaze and grins. That 
should be his way of giving me thumbs up, right? 


| don't fuckin’ need his thumbs up. 


| leave the three of them to their natter and walk over to the bar, feeling | need to get out of James's sight 
if | want this to go well. 


The bartender smiles at me and | quickly learn that her name is Nancy and that she came here from 


Newfoundland. 


"Are yer staying ‘ere or are you considering going back?" | ask her as | watch clean glasses pile up on the long 


shelf behind her. 
"Really, b'y? Why would | do that?" 
My eyebrow twitches at her smirk 


"This being America and all" | scrunch up my nose. 


"That should be enough of an argument?" She wipes damp hands off her apron and leans forward, dropping 


both forearms on the bar. 

"Blimey, yeah!" 

She laughs softly at that. "Do you know a better place?" 

"| do. Dublin" | give her a lopsided smile. "Quite nice." 

"Ill pin it down to my agenda” She rises from the bar and goes back to wiping glasses. 


Five minutes later, | emerge out of my hiding with an arranged date and a somewhat weird feeling in my 


stomach, But | discard it and head back to my table, finding James without company, 
"Why'd you wait?" 

"You're welcome, fucker." James rises from his seat and slaps my shoulder. "What are you doing tonight?" 

| scratch my temple, trying to get a hold of my mental schedule. 

"Night off?" 

He nods. | spot Nancy waving around with a tray in the background and all of a sudden, an idea forms in my 
head. A brilliant idea, | might say. Something that unties almost all the knots in my gut, except a few newly 
formed ones. 

Blood surges forward into my face and a grin escapes me, without my consent 


James gives me a weird look. 


"| think | might have a plan" 


Indigo 
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‘Ow, ow, OW, motherfucker-lemme go, Kirk! What the fuck's the matter with you? I'll skin you ali-actually, I'l 


send James after you-you hear me?!" 


| turn around just as | reach the door to my room, hand still in the air. Kirk is dragging Lars down the 


corridor - by the hair - obviously ignoring the storm of protests coming from the drummer. 
"What's up, lads?" 


"Joe-would you tell this motherfuckin’ fuckface of a guitarist to release my fuckin’ hair-Kirk stop yankin on it, 
it's gonna fall out!" 


"Not until you tell me where you stashed it," Kirk replies sweetly, acknowledging my presence with a glance and 


then proceeding to pull the drummer along. 


"Stashed what..?" Lars shrieks, managing to drag his feet low enough so that their moving speed decreases. "l 
didn't take your motherfuckin’ handcuffs, dicksmack! Now let me go!" 


"Say bye to Joe, Lars," Kirk says just before they disappear behind the corner, Lars's shrieks and curses still 


heard long moments later. 
| shake my head and my mind returns to the task at hand. Task? More like a plan. Fuck, that feels wrong. 


Hell, | can pretend it's not a plan all | want, but it fuckin’ is. What | hope to accomplish with it | have no idea, 
yet. But it should be a step forward. 


And no, | don't wanna think in which direction. 


| wipe my palms off my trousers and stare at the golden-painted number, probably as frightened as I'll ever 


be when it comes to entering my own room. 
Giggles are coming from inside. 


| managed to summon all the resources to make this happen and | still wonder how it turned out to be so easy 


-but here | am. That feeling - when you've replayed a scenario so many times in your head that once you 


near it, you just want to get it over with - appears again, and | try to shove it to the back of my head. 
Alright. She any good” was the only question James asked. 

Granted, | had no idea, but if she was anything like Nancy, | knew James would take it. 

And up until this moment, I've silently wished - about a dozen times - for the bird to change her mind, or 
inform us that something came up or whatever. That would give James a way out, but an extended part of 
that scenario implied that James would go for it nevertheless. 

| shake my head at myself, then stop, realizing | am alone in front of my room, and wasting time. 

Several inuring minutes later, | am inside, greeted with grins and raised glasses. 

| couldn't find any ice," | exclaim with a painted smile and a shrug, and they all groan, which quickly turns into 
chuckles and then | am on the bed with all three of them and we are laughing at something; | have no idea 
what. 

"Thought you got lost," Nancy tells me soon enough, her hand stroking my neck. | nuzzle her chin, inhaling the 
scent of her perfume. My brain comes up with a conclusion that if | flirt with her long enough, maybe - 
maybe - | could forget James is in the same room and same bed as me. But then again, that isn't the point, is 


it? 


| lower her down onto the bed and mumble a reply, concentrating all my senses on the soft skin of her neck 


and the generous swell of her breasts beneath the tight shirt. 


‘Lovebirds have troubles keeping it in their pants, | see." An amused voice says and | grin into Nancy's 


shoulder, raising a hand with an extended middle finger. 
James laughs. Out of the corner of my eye - the part of my view | see better than what's in front of me - | 
notice him. He tackles the other bird, whatever her name is, and she starts giggling madly, her hair spilling all 


over the sheets as James pounces on her. That familiar grin flashes under his moustache. 


Nancy spreads her still clothed legs and squeezes them around my hips, and | return my attention to her, 


even though she's officially had it from the start. 


"Joe," she breathes out and | inhale, wanting to get on that high that | always do when! hear my name moaned 


like that. | know | would lose myself in her in an instant if James wasn't here. 


My gaze escapes and makes contact with the steel blue color over Nancy's body. | shudder - | fuckin’ shudder 
- and Nancy smiles and catches my lip with her teeth and the eye-contact is broken. 


The other bird is still giggling. 


James growls. 

The minutes pass, stretching heavily and speeding over the limit, uncoordinated and unpredictable, and at the 
same time itchy and anticipated. The slick velvety walls of the willing body beneath mine remind me of what | 
am missing each time they tighten in pleasure and | yank my gaze or thoughts back from the other side of 

the bed. 


My brain sizzles, torn between shutting out the sounds of James's low, trembling sighs, escaping groans and 


grunts of pleasure and focusing solely on them - Nancy and common sense be damned. 


| am painfully stiff, ramming into her writhing body over and over again, stroking and kissing her torso by 


default, my ears straining to pick up on the slightest sounds coming from James. 


He's in the same fuckin’ bed with me. Fuckin’ naked. Fucking Muscles strained, skin slick with sweat, cock hard 


and ready to burst. 

It takes all of my concentration and then some not to end this right away 

And then Nancy comes. Finally. 

| feel the strain in my shoulders and relief in my gut. pull out and slam back in and | lose track of time. She 
comes again | thirk she does. One part of my brain soaks in the sight of her - sweaty, flushed and looking like 


a noodle. Pleased. Yes. | hope she is. 


James is turning over his bird, stroking and ravaging her and getting plenty response in return. His hair is 
plastered to his skin; neck, shoulders, back. His abdomen-Fuck. 


| flop down onto the forgotten body beneath mine as pleasure sparks through my veins and it's so wonderful; 
completing and dirty and forbidden and anticipating and it does not satisfy me. It doesn't because | can feel my 
cock strain for more. More than this.. overture, or whatever it is. 

| don't know where | am during the following minutes. Nancy is giggling. Beneath me. But she sounds far away. 
She's stroking my hair and pushing it back from my forehead. | glance at her and roll over, to the side where | 
am nearly falling off the bed but its better than having to deal with resting my skin against James's. 

"Ow, b'y" She says with a chuckle. "That was intense." 

When | find strength to glance at her, she smirks and mumbles, "The good kind of intense." 


| look into her eyes with a smile. Where is James? What is he doing? 


But | don't try to find out. Instead, | twist my torso and land a kiss on Nancy's mouth, feeling her fingers 


stroke my chin 


My jumbled up thoughts and feelings replace the normal flow of time and soon enough, the girls are on their 
way, leaving a sticky mess on the bed. 


I'm quite sure | am the only mess, though. 

| stare at the ceiling for some time, waiting for James to crack some bad pun and the normal flow will 
resume; there's nothing else left to happen. | have no idea what to do, how to react-l didn't plan this far 
ahead. | need to sort out a pile of rubbish in my brain first. 

‘lm gonna take a shower," | state and the bubble is broken. Opportunity missed. 

| don't know why | did that. 

The atmosphere has crossed into alienated and awkward now and there's no coming back. 

Counting the steps to the loo, | walk over to it ever present of my nudity. The room stinks of body fluids, 
stale oxygen and perfumes. The air in the loo must be somewhat clearer. The weighing | have been doing for 
the past eternity ceases as | feel a forearm pin my neck to the wall next to the bathroom door and | find 
myself staring at darkened blue eyes. 

"What the ‘ell, Het?" 

The words come out breathy and too weak for my liking. 

"You tell me, Yorkshire." 

His face is inches away from mine, vodka breath seeping into my nostrils. 

| swing my forearms and bat his arm away, wrestling him to the same spot he pinned me in 

"Fuck. OFF." | tell him, and | before | have turned away, | know that the reason | didn't push him for an 
explanation lies in the knowledge that I'm aware that he's on to me. That makes my heart freeze in my chest, 
sending blocks of ice down my veins. 

He twists my arms and presses me into the wall again, our hips far away from each other. 

"You got off on it, didnt ya?" 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" 


"Watching me pump that chick It got you hard, didn't it?" 


"Bite me, Het." 
"I saw you watching.” He growls in a tone that is both menacing and exciting. 


"Oh yeah?" | grab one of his wrists, but the other one is already fastened around my neck. "What do you care 
if | did?" 


He squeezes 

"Because | don't want no fuckin’ queers sniffing around my ass, you got that?" 
"Don't flatter yourself." | snarl at him. “Ive seen better" 

"You did, didn't ya? Like that bass player of yours, | bet! 


"Yeah, like that bass player of mine." | spit the words, watching his eyes cloud over. The things that flash 
through are too hard to recognize because they disappear before | have the chance to comprehend them. The 


wrist | have been holding rips itself away and a hand grabs at my cock. | groan, feeling it swell and radiate 


heat. 
"What's this, queer? Huh?" 


"Same thing you got under your belt, wanker," | growl at him and he bares his teeth, quickly, like an 


undomesticated animal. The next thing | know, he has released me and is pressing his hips into mine. 


It took only those couple of minutes for me to get painfully, blue-balls type of hard, and to make matters 
worse, his cock is now nestled against mine; rubbing up against me. All the while, James is snarling at me with 
the most feral look | have seen on him. My fingernails sink into his sides and | feel my breath coming out in 


short series. 


"You like this? You want a piece of this, huh?" He grips himself and rubs his leaking prick against my stomach, 
gaze alternating between my mouth and my eyes and | suddenly realize he sounds sort of.. aroused? "You 


wanna get this up your fuckin’ ass, Yorkshire? You wanna?" 
| snarl at him, grabbing hold of his shoulders. 
"Give it your best, Hetfield." 


His eyes bore into mine for a couple of seconds before he closes the distance between us, kissing - better 
term would be ravaging - my mouth; chewing my lips, clashing with my teeth, licking the inside of my mouth 
and biting my skin wherever he can reach. | moan, louder than | intended to, and fist both hands in his long 
hair, yanking, giving back as hard as | get - chewing, licking, groaning along with him; all thoughts of anything 


else besides his heated body and rough hands erased from my mind. 


Fuckin’ take that, queer." He growls, grabbing my hands and trapping them against the wall on either side of 


me, hips working against mine. 


"Fuckin'-shit-James-" | feel my balls tighten and fasten to my body, my cock pulsing against his. The need for 
release pumps up and down my limbs, centering on my middle and exploding in white hot pleasure as spasms 
wreck my body. | clutch at James - he clutches my sides, grinding against me until we are both gasping for 


air, weird keening noises escaping our throats. 


The blinding light that flashed under my eyelids for what seemed like ages slowly dissipates and | begin to feel 
again - James's moist breath in the crook of my neck, fingers in the fresh trenches on my chest, wet and 


cooling rivulets down my stomach and groin. 
My ears pulsate. My heart nearly jumps out. 


James's sweaty hands leave my skin and rest on the wall, his face still hidden in my hair. | lick a trickle of 


sweat from my upper lip. 


He rips himself away from my body without a glance in my way, staggers a little and disguises it as an 


intentional gesture, and then disappears into the bathroom. 
| don't look at him. | want to avoid the disgust on his face. Or even worse, satisfaction 


Instead, | grab my trousers off the floor, yank them on over the drying semen stains on my abdomen and 
totter out into the hallway, not stopping before | reach the lift. Once | do, | punch the button for the highest 


number | can see and plaster my back to its wall. 
It chimes, and the doors close. 


My hand unglues from the glass and my body slides to the floor, elbows dropping to my knees. | glance at both 
hands and register the slight tremble that is passing through them. The only thought crossing my mind- 
actually, the only thought rising above the jungle of messed up images-is screaming, in bright red, thick 
letters - / blew it 


Whatever was supposed to happen - whatever | silently wanted, or didn't want to happen, where | wanted to 


take things with our friendship, our relationship, our whatever - is now not gonna happen. Now, or ever. 


Because | blew it. 


Fixing a hand to my mouth, | stare transparently at the numbers above the door that light up, one by one, 
until the floor | asked for is here. 


They build these wankers to be really fast these days. 


The sweaty print of my hand on the glass of the door dries away and | raise my arse off the floor just as 
the lift announces its arrival. 


Sapphire 


Author's Notes: 

One thing | failed to mention earlier: | suck at proper Britishisms, so to speak. So if American 
phrases/words/expressions tend to spill here and there, excuse moi, | really try to subdue them. That being 
said, feel free to correct me at any point. I'd like to make Joe's way of speaking natural, so fire away with 


constructive criticism :) 


Interstate 25, 
COLORADO 


"You ask him." 

"No, you ask him. You've known him longer.” 

"Yes but you're better mates with him" 

"Says who? Don't be a minger and get it over with." 
"You get it over with!" 


| slam the pillow over my head and squeeze my eyelids together, ignoring the sickening vibration of the vehicle 


as my head rests against the window. 

"Steve, come onl" Phil whispers urgently at the other guitarist and | roll my eyes, pretending | can't hear them. 
The night, or the remainder of it, passed in a blur as far as l'm concerned. | didn't dare - yes, | am admitting 
fo it apparently - climbing up to my room after that mess, and for all | know, Hetfield might've stayed right 
there - in my loo, chukkin' his guts over the toilet, singing in the shower or reading a bloody magazine for all | 
care. 


Thinking of it again, and my mind starts flying in thousand directions. 


| open my eyes and stare at the dried muddy trail of somebody's fingers on the glass, and through it, dust, 
dirt and sand. Or scorched grass. | don't know. Everything's yellow and brown and it stretches for as far and 


wide as | can see. In the distance, there are faint shapes of mountains. 
| close my eyes again 


Sleeping in the bus last night wasn't any different than usual. Well, aside from the fact that there was no 
sleeping involved. It's interesting how when you wanna keep it up all night, alcohol lulls you to sleep sooner or 
later - or you just pass out. But when you try to use it as a sleeping pill, it doesn't work. Not only does it not 
work, but it keeps you both parts wired and drugged, so that you are irrational enough, but still plenty aware 
of whatever rubbish you are thinking, or doing. Brilliant thing. 


| rub at my eyes and luckily determine that the Terror Twins are still bickering - probably convinced that 
they are whispering and that none of that will wake me up. They would bring bloody Lennon from the dead at 
the rate they're going. 

There were questions, certainly. This morning, during the first wave of fake-sleeping, | heard them make 
assumptions as to why in God's name was | sleeping the fuckin’ bus. All of them. From Mal to Cliff to Sav to 
the bloody bus engineer. 

| can literally feel the hairs on the back of my neck, under the blanket and all. 


Rick the good baby was the only one who thought of taking my suitcase from my room when the clock struck. 
| surprised myself when | realized | wouldn't give many fucks if they forgot it, either. 


Wherever we're going, we have just stopped and | can see a petrol station to my right. I've no idea what our 
next stop is. Judging by the scenery, we're quite possibly still in the sultry, humid, suffocating part of 


America. | do know two things, though - I'll need to sing and I'll quite possibly run into James somewhere. 


Thank bloody fuck they're all rushing outside. Fags, piss-pauses, pint supplies, crisp bags.. something for 


everyone. They'll go and leave me alone. 
Yes. 


A completely useless, malicious thought crosses my mind; James is here somewhere, a bus or two behind or 
ahead of us. Probably gonna take a piss route, too. Or he'll raid their alcohol stand. 


| roll my eyes and knock my forehead against the backrest. 
Fuckin’ Hetfield. Fuckin’ Metallica. Who gives a bob? 
"Oi, Joseph! What happened that made you decide to join our land of the living?" 


Phil. 


Great. 


"Fuck off, Collen" | mumble at him, throwing the blanket off my body and getting up to stretch my legs. 
Hetfield can go fuck himself. 


"We could've left you two deserts ago, you know?" 
"And | could've gotten a better guitarist when | had the chance, yet ‘ere we are." 


Well. | know | must've mentally punched him with that, but the words stormed out of me and let's face it - 


I've got bigger issues at hand right now. 


| tumble down the stairs and out to the heated concrete, keeping my head straight in case James is anywhere 
near. The only thing better than pretending not to see him is if | actually dont see him. 


The bog is small, crowded and smelly. | slide to the last urinal and stare ahead, ignoring the wee talk of the 
roadies and band-members with difficulty - has the world turned upside down? Why do they keep chuntering 
like a wagon of slappers? 

Ignore. That's what | need to do. Stare at the wall, piss, and then return to my seat. 

"That thing.. never happened" 

| feel my muscles tense, recognizing the low voice. 


Out of all the spare minutes and all these urinals.. 


| fixate my gaze to a thin crack in the fatade and the regret for not drinking more booze hours ago flashes 


through my mind. 
"What thing?" | mumble back 

Out of the corner of my eye, | can see him turn his head toward me for a second, 
"The thing’ He mutters the word with underlying urgency. 


Caught unprepared. Who doesn't hate that feeling? 


| focus all my inner strength on some invisible spot and try to calm my breathing down. 
"| meant.. what thing? As there is no thing." 


There's absolutely no urine left in me. 


"Right?" 


| see a grin out of the corner of my eye, but | cant tell how genuine it is. James zips up and slaps my back. 


"Right. See ya later then" 

Then he is gone. The ever-present wee-talk of the bog closes back in around me and | try to ignore the small 
ball of disappointment that sinks into my gut. | make sure to fumble as little as | can with the zip before 
slipping through the crowd and out into the store. Walking to the bus feels sort of liberated, but my feet 
seem lead-improved. The blood sun forces its way into my eyes and | squint and hurry up into the bus, then 
tumble back into my seat. 

Luckily there is no Phil in sight, so | just fold my arms and stare through the window. 

See you later? 

Just like that? Just- 


| run a hand through my hair and rub the root of my nose. 


| don't know what | was expecting in the first place. Didn't | want to erase the unfortunate event? What now? 


What the bloody hell is my problem? 
You know what? | can't deal with this shit right now. 
Steve buzzes past me through the aisle, Phil following close behind. | close my eyes and lean back in the seat. 


Fuckin’ sleep. Its not a golden bathtub | am asking for, for God's sake. 


Denver, CO 


"lam gonna have his balls on a fuckin’ plate!" 


| groan as | hear Lars storm up the staircase, yelling for all he is long. Which isn't much, actually. | hear Mal 
curse behind me; something about being thrown out of the bloody hotel. Sav and Rick are chuckling somewhere 
to my left. Glancing around the crowded check-in, | realize Metallica isn't here at all. The only sign of them was 


their screaming drummer who disappeared upstairs a minute ago. 


"What the fuck is his problem?" Peter asks nobody in particular. | yank my suitcase from one hand to the 
other. 


"Kirk, | believe." 

| missed my profession. Should've been a kindergarten teacher." 

"Good afternoon, sirs. How may | help you?" 

| snap my head around and realize we are at the desk. Mal and Burnstein push through the lot of band- 
members and crew and my both my mind and eyes drift away, noticing a blond mane somewhere near the 
staircase. 

Barely ten minutes later, | am watching that same mane from a rather close distance. Somebody's idea to have 
an all-pigs-in-the-same-pen kind of knees-up apparently got sealed, so now l'm sitting on some fuckin’ couch, 
sipping a pint and watching James hit on a roadie bird. 

A million thoughts swarm in my head. 

"| don't believe this. | don't fuckin’ believe this." Lars's voice sounds high-pitched and | watch him drop down 


beside me, holding a band of what seems to be hair in his hand. "Do you see this?" He turns to me. "Do | look 


like a shop window mannequin?” He waves the chunk of hair in front of both of us. "First that crazy groupie 


chick and then fuckin’ Kirk!" 
| chuckle at him. 
"Does he still have both of his bollocks?" 


"Unfortunately!" He shrieks, though its barely heard over the music in the background. "Look! Look what he did 


to me." 
| push the hand with the exhibit away and nod in sympathy. 
"Did you nick his..?" | wiggle my fingers. "Whatever he accused you of?" 


"I-" Lars stops in mid-sentence. "That's beside the fuckin’ point. Why did he have to act like a little brat and do 


this? How old are we, Joe, huh?" 
| smile and sink further into the couch. 


Petty business. Other people's business. Not mine. 


It's refreshing. 


| smirk at Lars again and my gaze drifts off into the crowd, listening to his gibberish with one ear. My eyes 
pick up on a blond head among people and | watch him lead a bird through the door. 


"whatever got your panties in a bunch." 
Lars is asking me something. 


"What'd you say, mate?" | drain the bottle of whatever | am drinking - my tongue is quite literally numb by 


now - and drop it to the corner of the couch. 
"| said, what's up with you and James, man?" 


| look at him blankly, trying to see how much information he's gathered. He keeps staring at me in expectation 


- determined expectation. 
Blimey, he's better at this. Alright. 


"Not a thing, luv." | shake my head and stare off into the crowd, then realize | have no interest in scouting it 


anymore. 
Lars folds his arms on his chest, but doesn't sink back into the cushions. 

"You two fuck, it didn't work out?" 

Bloody hell 

| snap my head around to glare at him. He laughs, slapping my shoulder. 

"Jeez-us Christ, it's like a fuckin’ roll of tape. You even fall for the same pranks" He shakes his head with a 
chuckle. "Are you sure James isnt your half-brother, who got lost in the hospital at birth a hundred years 


ago, because dude, you're so fuckin’ alike-" 


He keeps on chuntering but my mind drifts away. 
He doesn't know. He's fishing. He doesn't fuckin- 


| stop that train of thought. What the fuck is there to know? 
| rub at my forehead. 


"You know what, Lars? I'm off to Bedfordshire for tonight, alright?" | stand up and pull my trousers higher. 


"Been a long fuckin’ day. See yer tomorrow, mate." 


His mouth is still opening and closing and | turn around and leave the room before he gets a chance to speak. 


Fuckin’ day. Fuckin’ night. 


| tumble right into my bed as soon as l'm in the room and the almighty hammer couldn't make me dress for 


sleep at this point. If anyone dares calling me out before noon, I'll do them in, regardless of the situation 
Approximately five minutes, but might very well be a couple of hours later, another weight on the bed stirs 
me from sleep and | twist my body to look at the intruder. Not being fully awake serves as a well-built reason 
for not letting my thoughts swarm and my tongue tie itself. 

"Go the fuck away, Hetfield” 

| turn back around and drop my head to the pillow. | hear him wiggling his arse to get more comfortable. 


"Fuck no." 


He slurps whatever drink he's holding in his hand and | squeeze my eyes together, quite probably fighting a 
losing battle. 


"Im not int mood. Save your chinwag for tomorrow’ 
"Do you ever wonder where you'd be if you didn't join Def Leppard?" 
Aw fuck no. Too bloody late - or early - for philosophical shit 

He knees my arse and | grunt 


"No | fuckin’ don't. Now bugger off" | readjust my legs and sink into the pillow. "No chunder on my bed, got it? 


And close the fuckin’ door on your way out" 

| feel the bed dipping and releasing as he climbs off and-He doesn't climb off. He doesn't fuckin’ climb off 
| stifle a sigh and try to pretend Im asleep. 

Low, very close voice half-whispers. "Why won't you talk to me?" 

Sorry, wha 


Rat-arsed. He must be. A sober James would never - and | say that with certainty - ask such a thing. That 
sounded needy. Rueful. 


And | don't wanna deal with it right now. 


"I know you're not asleep." Another half-whisper. Closer now. 


| keep my eyes closed, and for a second or two, my ears catch a drifting string of tones from a few rooms 
down 


And with that thought, all the rooms in my brain turn on their lights. James came here. He must've been with 
that bird from the party. She is probably still there somewhere. He left her-or maybe he was done with her- 
and came here. Did he sleep with her? He probably did. Do | care? No. Why did he come here? To talk. To talk? 
No. He came to fuck with my mind. 

| grumble a reply. "| would be, if you went on your merry way." 


"| didn't fuck her." 


My brain freezes for a millisecond, and then presumes buzzing in all directions. My palm sweats against the 
sheets. 


"Don't give a fuck’ 

"Wanna know why?" 

"Besides being drunk off your arse, you're also deaf" 

He doesn't say anything for a while, and | feel my body starting to relax. Until he speaks again 

‘Its your entire fault" The bottle he has been holding clangs as he fumbles with it. "Your queer.. fault" 

| close my eyes again, and then snarl at him. 

"Fuck off, Hetfield, and | mean it. | can't and won't deal with your fuckin’ insecurities at this bloody hour: 

A hand lands on my hip. | tense, involuntarily, and then curse my own instincts. 

"No" He says, and it sounds like the Eureka-kind of ‘ro! 

"For God's sake, what does it~" 

He grabs my body and twists me around until 'm on my back and my fist slams into his jaw immediately, but 
he grunts through the pain, returns the gesture and then pins my arms beside my head. He tries to straddle 


me but | knee him in the stomach and just as his hands flex, | tackle him to the bed and sit astride his hips, 


holding his arms crossed above his head. 


Fuckin’ enough, tosser | growl at him, watching his eyes cloud over several times, as if trying to sober up. 


He swallows, visibly. Which is another odd thing for him, but my mind can't spare the time to think about that 
now. | tighten my thighs around him and watch him glare at me, doing nothing to free himself. 


"What's the matter with you?" | ask him quietly, wondering why | am panting all of a sudden. His breath knocks 


against my lips and | feel my willpower crumble, one brick at a time. 

| hate you." He says to me. 

| snort. 

“Guess what, the feeling's mutual." 

My palms sweat against his wrists. He stares at me, mouth open, kicking out clouds of alcohol. | cannot read 
his eyes as well as | want to in the darkness, but the lack of struggles combined with some calm, yet 
disturbed look they reflect make me lose that only bit of edge | had when | pinned him down. His eyes seem to 
be reflecting something close to. submissiveness? No. God. He wouldn't. / wouldn't. | couldn't take him like that. 
He licks his lips. 

My mind revisits the submissiveness clause. 

"What the fuck, James?" | ask him, my own restrained and breathless tone surprising me. 

| can't talk about this." He says and | begin to wonder how drunk he really is. His eyes seem clear and 
somewhat wandering, as if shying away from the prospect of having to look into mine longer than a few 
seconds. "About anything.’ 

| feel his body shift under mine, just enough to get more comfortable, and suddenly | am reminded of its 
warmth and attraction. My throat constricts and my trousers tighten and James's chest begins to rise and 
fall in a higher frequency. | dive in Why, | don't know. How, | don't remember. 


| bridge the distance between our faces and kiss him. James Hetfield's lips pliantly heat up to mine. 


Fuck. | am doomed. 


Navy 


Author's Notes: 
‘ello boys and girls! (As David Coverdale would say) Here's the next chapter of this little madness. Warnings? 
Nah. Except the fact that this ain't no serious storytelling. Enjoy! 


There is nothing more appealing to the human mind and body than that which is forbidden. Maybe there are 
some things, but nothing pulls you in just as strongly. Nothing makes your willpower and morals crumble as 
fast as having something so close to you that you can smell it, but not touch it. 


Or maybe that's what | tell myself. 


The whole not-allowed prospect certainly holds a large share in the fact that | find James's lips immensely 
narcotic. That's my best guess at least. Either way, none of that would explain the eagerness my erection 


displays at the prospect of James's blood 


Chewing, licking, biting, swallowing his lips eventually results in at least one cut on his bottom lip and | don't pay 
attention to his gasps and sharp grunts for one second. | try to satisfy the thirst and the coppery taste of 
that trickle of liquid on my tongue makes my own blood boil and my lungs squeeze to the point where | don't 


feel oxygen. Or my skin for that matter. My limbs are a mass of sweat, heat and vaporizing hormores. 


| release his wrists and fasten my hands in his hair, but the second | let go, James's fingers sink into my neck, 
grabbing me and ungluing me from his lips. He stares at me with big black eyes. If the room was a few 


notches lighter, they would probably be midnight blue or something like that, but right now, they seem black. 
His mouth closes and his nostrils flare. The heat of his body radiates through two layers of clothing and it 
prickles my skin and | barely hold myself away from him. There's perhaps three inches between our faces and 


in that space, | can see him stare at me, through me. 


'| hate you." He hisses quietly. His eyes scan my face thoroughly before he licks his lips. "You fucked me up." 
He whispers. 


His hand slides along my forehead and temple, startling me when it seems to start caressing, but then he 
squeezes my hair and holds, closing his eyes. 


James's other hand frames my head and he pulls me in, ravaging my mouth with his broken lip and eager 


tongue and | feel a ball of pleasure shoot down to my cock, making the rough material of my trousers bite 
into my skin. | groan and part ways with James's lips, only to yank the intruding clothes off my body and | 
watch him freeze for a moment - not doing the same. | straddle his clothed form and lower both hands 


around his head. 

| want to say something to him. | want to ask him to do something, be it get up and leave the room or just 
proceed with whatever we are supposed to be doing, but | don't. | sense that any word that might come out of 
my mouth at this point would sound like begging. | don't trust my brain for a second. 

Fortunately - or not - James grabs the lapels of his leather jacket and tears it from his body. | move off him 
for just a few moments and he uses them wisely, getting all of his clothes peeled off and thrown away, until 


he is sitting in front of me, completely naked. 


His eyes reflect a shimmer of indecisiveness for a moment, but | tackle him to the bed before he changes his 


mind. Bloody hell, lim not gonna back out now, am |? 


He looks at me in a slightly odd way and | feel my chest tightening and a hint of frustration poking from 


somewhere. 

Its not supposed to be hard. It's supposed to run smoothly. Without a glitch. Only naked bodies and hormones. 
Lots of hormones. 

James is looking at me. 

| tear my gaze away and focus on his bottom lip; fresh, bright red and glistening. | suck at it, through the 
awkwardness, through James's pained moan, through the following growl and all until he grabs my sides and 
squeezes. | let my weight rest on him, allowing the feeling of skin-on-skin sink in His arms wrap around my 
neck and back and he rolls us until he is above me and | don't give a fuck. 

He buries his head into the crook of my neck and bites me with a growl. | shudder and he does it again, hands 
all over me; gripping me, pinching and bruising me and breathing into my skin with occasional nips. My nails 
scrape against his scalp and his hips jerk against mine. 

"Goddammit," He hisses, clawing my body. 


| feel all the heat leaving my limbs and centering on my pelvis. 


"You're bleeding." | blurt out - because there's nothing smarter waiting in line - and James pulls back until his 


face is an inch from mine, then licks his own cut. 


"Your fault, again." 


He slides his tongue into my mouth and seals the conversation. | shiver at the coppery taste and my body 
responds; | feel my erection twitch against his hip and he slides to the side until the contact is just right. | 
hear more than feel my labored breathing and it only intensifies when James wraps a hand around both of our 


cocks and starts stroking, squeezing on the upward motion 


My fingernails sink into his bottom and | squeeze my eyes against the oncoming sensations—bloody hell, | can't 


let it be over so quickly. 


| fasten my hands into his hair and track his tongue inside his mouth, distracting him and getting distracted 
myself. Somewhere in the back of my mind, only blindly, | register the burns on my cheeks and lips caused by 


his facial hair. | summon all my willpower and roll him over. 


His hair spills across the pillow and | curse my newfound poetic side as | watch it shimmer in cheap light. His 
lips are parted and his eyes are a deepening black, and for a moment, he seems to be utterly beautiful and 


open in his masculinity. And it's a brilliant combination 


| find his chest, warm and slightly sweaty, and | trail my mouth across it, growing harder at each grunt James 
lets out. He knows what I'm about to do, and | know he knows by the way his fingers are flexing on the sheets, 
on my shoulders, my temples. | don't give him a warring. | envelop his glistening cockhead with my mouth and 
slide down as far as | can and he lets out a strangled groan. | pull back and make sure l'm leaving behind plenty 
of saliva | swirl my tongue around the spot behind his head over and over again, and each time | do, his 


fingers twitch in my hair. 

| glance at him. His body is strained, yet completely melted. He seems helpless, but | know that the fingers 
holding me are there to convince him he is in control. | smile around his cock and quicken my movements. His 
breath comes in short pants and his thighs tense beneath me. | grasp his balls and squeeze, slowly increasing 
pressure. He squirms and | feel his erection swell in my mouth. 

Wiping my hand against the sheet, | snake my tongue out and lick one finger. 


Now or never.. 


| press the tip of my finger just below his balls and watch carefully for his reaction. He still looks at me with 


that gaze that makes me wonder if he's seeing the wall behind me. 
That's a good start. 

| wiggle my finger down until | encounter a puckered muscle and press it. 
James tenses. 


| continue licking his cock and squeezing the lower third with my other hand and soon enough, he relaxes again. 


| push my slippery finger against the bundle of skin and my eyes climb up to James's face. A menacing look 


briefly flashes in his eyes, but soon gets drowned in insecurity. | pull back from his cock and swallow both his 


pre-cum and the large lump in my throat. One hand grips my shoulder and squeezes. | stop moving my finger. 
James licks his lips and looks toward the ceiling. 


"Don't." His mouth is still open and his voice slightly choked. His eyes trail across the smooth surface like 


headlights. "Alright?" 

My chest feels tight. 

"Alright" | reply quietly and use the opportunity to return my attention to his cock while his eyes are away 
from me. Ignoring the warmth in my face, | proceed to lick at it, sucking firmly on the head and working my 
hand up and down with twisting strokes. James's muscles tighten again and | feel his thighs shivering. | rest my 
weight on them, feeling the warmth of his skin seep into mine. 

This. Only this. It should be fuckin’ simple. 

| clench my hand and dip my tongue into his slit and he lets out a choked mixture of a growl and moan, and 
then empties himself into my mouth. | let the warm semen slide down my throat, stroking him until | have 
wrung out the last bit and he shudders. His breath comes heavy and strangled and | climb back to the pillows, 
then lay down by his side, placing my hands on my belly and looking up at the ceiling. Sweat is slowly drying on 
my chest and thighs and | close my eyes until all | see is a mixture of black and red My erection is still there, 
lying at a weird angle on my stomach. 

The silence is awful. Beyond odd. It's pressuring for something to be said. 

Red and black. 

My clogged ears pick up on a clearing of a throat. A rustle of sheets. 

"Thanks," says a voice close by. 

Rosewood and.. what's darker than black? 

Thanks. 

Thanks? 

| keep my eyes closed and try to snuggle deeper into the darkness, where none of me is visible. If | squeeze 
my eyelids tighter, maybe the blackness will intensify and it will be so dark, dark enough so that I'm hidden 


until James leaves. 


| feel a hand creeping up to me, but it slows down just before it reaches my arm. 


If | open my eyes.. 

Keep them closed Black is the best. Black is rice. Black is.. 

The sheets hum as the hand retreats and the weight on the bed is released. A brief rustle and several steps 
precede a click of the door and | feel the darkness suffocating me. That lump | pushed down rises up to my 
throat and the night wraps itself around my body, crushing my chest and fracturing my lungs until they've 


shrunk to a dried husk. | squeeze my eyes against the breeze that makes me shiver in the room with a closed 


window and | let the blackness swallow me whole. 


My forearms shift against the rough fabric of the seat in front of me as | let my forehead drop between 
them. 


| have never wanted for anything to end as much as | want this tour to be over. Done. Never again 

"Ey, you gonna join us at the rehearsal?" 

| open my eyes and stare at the dark brown color of the seat. It's blurry enough to make me close them 
again. Judging by the noise, or the lack of it, Sav doesn't move from his spot. | slowly raise my head but don't 
make eye contact. 

"You got a fag?" 


He pats his trousers and pulls out a wrinkled pack. 


My back cracks up to a standing position and | take one cigarette, mumbling a ‘thanks’. He scratches the side 
of his lighter and | inhale a lungful of smoke. 


"What time is it?" 


"Quite late, in terms of schedule," Sav says as | follow him down the corridor and out of the bus. "Mal 
brought the papers for you to sign. | told him anyone could do it, but he insisted” 


| nod, faintly listening to what he's saying. The venue we're set to play is built to be of a bright color, probably 
white or something like that, and my eyes can't adjust to the reflection of the afternoon sun 


| watch my own feet step on the grass as we walk to the railing and into the circle of the ad-hoc venue. The 


stage is already assembled and supporting the rest of my band. | inhale a lungful of smoke and throw the 


remaining half of the cigarette to the ground, then step on it. 
"We are so fucked up." | say, leaning one elbow on the railing. 
Sav starts, blinks at me and then relaxes. 

"What are you talking about?" 


| glance at the seemingly undiverted conversation going on between Steve and Phil up on the stage and then 
back at the ground. Poriferous vinyl. 


"Animals are simple, right? They're hungry; they find something edible and don't think about it until the next 
time they need to eat" | watch Sav trying to comprehend what I'm getting at. "Humans are the only ones 
fucked up. We find something good, and we throw it away for something that seems more interesting at that 
moment. And we always go for that one bloody thing that doesn't fit. It's-It's ludicrous. Makes no sense." | 


realize | am drumming on the railing with my forearms, so | stop. 

| squint at the stage. 

"Everything we do is related to, or a direct result of our psychological issues. And there isn't a single human 
being that's cleared of them. Not one. Which is kinda sad, when you think about it. It means we'll never reach 
that potential level of perfection many of us strive to, and also, it means that we're just pathetic little beings, 
trapped and subdued by our own brains.’ 


| glance at Sav, realizing he's looking at me with wide, confused blue eyes. 


"Forget it" | scratch my neck and cheek and stroll over to the staircase. "You're a good lad, Sav. Don't let 


people fuck you up.” 

| climb up to the stage and set a scowl in place to fend off Phil's protests. It works; he hops off to his spot 
right away and plugs in his guitar. | place my hands on my hips and scout the assembled venue. In several 
hours, it will be filled with people. Lots and lots. 


This is good. This is why. 


| walk over to my microphone, squeeze it with both fists and look back at Rick. With a nod, he hits the cymbal. 


"And then-then the guy says to him: ‘Sir, this is considered a cold weapon’ And he goes: No, thats a fool’ And 


the guy insists. He says something like-" Kirk glances at James, then keeps on talking, a restrained grin on his 


face. "He says No, sir; that is a weapon. And you are not allowed to bring it in’ Then Cliff takes it out of the 
bag," Kirk demonstrates. "And says: Y bought this at a tool market; therefore, this is a tool" He giggles. "And the 
guy is like, all frustrated at this point, so he goes: Sir, this may very well be considered a tool, but you and I 
both know that you are yankin' my chain’ And then Cliff's like, chin up in the air: ‘Yeah, well. that's inadmissible in 


court!" 


Laughter spreads around the table and | drain my beer bottle, watching Kirk chuckle, big dark eyes dissolved 
into slits. 


"Man, that's something I'm really sorry about." Rick says, twirling the neck of his pint in his hand. We all raise 


our bottles as a way of agreement before James clears his throat and gets up from his spot: 

"You guys want another round?" 

Lars lifts two fingers. 

"Joe, you want anything?" 

| glance up from my beer. James is looking at me, holding two empty bottles between his fingers. 
"Yeah, might as well." 

He disappears from the booth and | turn my attention to the scattered conversation around the table. 
Someone taps me on the shoulder and | look up to see a pasty teenage boy with a hat and a nervous 
expression on his face. | raise my eyebrows at him and he bends to reach my ear. 


"Sir, there is a lady on the phone for you. She says she's your wife." 


A bottle clangs down from the table and Lars curses, picking it up and bringing it forward. | return my 
attention to the intern lad and nod, extending a hand to show him to lead the way. 


Karla. Bloody hell. How the fuck did | manage to keep her out of my mind for several days? 
Fuckin’ brilliant. No better than mold. Spreading around until your entire brain is infected and useless. 


| circle the bar and the post next to it and grab the receiver, watching the skinny lad muff his way out of 


range. | rest my forearm on the painted surface and knead the spot where my nose meets my brow. 


"ello?" 


Cobalt 
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"And then we're told women have no means." | mumble as | drop my arse in the booth. Rick unglues the bottle 


from his mouth with a slurp. 
"Hm?" 
| run a hand through my hair and lean back. 


"Karla" | turn my gaze to Rick, then towards the table, to which he now holds the bottle pinned. "I didn't call 


‘er for a few days, and she tracked me down, | guess." 


Rick doesn't say anything, so | glance at him again. He's got this weird look in his eyes, the one that | keep 
finding him with lately, and | exhale slowly over the fading music. 


‘Its not that | didn't want to, | just didn't find the time." | add, wondering why | am explaining myself in the 
first place. Something that sounds too much like a tune out of the new hip-hop wave comes from the 
speakers and the lad starts chuntering about some wild thing. | let a scowl drop on my brow and my gaze runs 


into a full bottle in front of me on the table. For some reason, | didn't notice it earlier. 


| grab the beer and make good use of it. Rick returns his attention to the conversation beside him. My eyes 
land on random things, always ending up on the nearest thing, which happens to be the bottle. 


Beer is too sweet. 


| clear my throat and stand up with a slap to Rick's shoulder. At this point, | figure sleep beats the fuck outta 
juggling different issues in my mind 


I'll see yer later, mate." 


Rick yanks my shirt and | glance back at him with raised eyebrows. 


"Aren't you staying for the after? | heard some of the West-coasters should drop by later." 

"Oh yeah? Like Vince Neil?" | rip my arm away from him. "I'll leave that to Hetfield." 

He clicks his tongue. 

"Guns N' Roses, actually.” 

For some reason, | drop the reigns of my gaze and it quickly locates James, still sitting at the table, but looking 
in my direction | slide out of the booth and make my way past the bar and out toward the bottom of the 
stairs. The lift seems to be occupied, but it doesn't change my plans. Walking clears away some of the haze 
from the booze and well, | feel like it. 

How do you forget about your own wife? 

l'm not sure | want that answered. I'm not sure | even care anymore. When you're trying to hold all the 
threads in your two hands for too long, you reach a point when all of it starts falling out and you just stand 


and watch, not caring. 


Not really.. not caring, but sort of suddenly being interested in what happens if you let go. You did let go, so 
now all that's left for you to do is watch. And that feels peaceful. 


| dont give a fuck. 
That's a great sentence. | should use it more often. 


A slight wave of nausea hits me as | reach my floor and | nearly roll my eyes at myself while walking to the 


door. Half-finished beers are starting to get on my nerves. 
| take a detour down the corridor, fishing for ice that I'm sure l'm gonna need later. Almost limping to my 
room, | click the knob, and my ears expect another, similar sound when | reach for the light switch, but a hand 


covers mine on the wall. 


| say nothing. My heart rate doesn't even pick up. If | didn't know any better, I'd say | was expecting something 
like this. But | wasn't. 


Maybe I've crossed into that don’t-give-a-fuck territory. Hmm. 
"You expect me?" 


| turn around until my back is against the wall and | am probably facing him, but the darkness prevents me 


from establishing that fact. 


"Do you ‘ave a reason for being ‘ere?" 

"Do you want me to go?" 

"Who do you love better, your Mum or your Da?" 
He chuckles. | feel my skin itching. 

| dont give a fuck. | don't. 


He then leans in and kisses me; brief, openmouthed, and followed by that wet sound that sends a shot down to 


my cock. Does not giving a fuck involve letting go? 

"My question's been answered: booze." 

| hear the grin in his alcohol-tainted voice as he mumbles, "Wouldn't have come any other way." 

| don't know whether l'm sorry or glad he said that. A little bit of both probably. But it's sad, either way. 
‘tm up at 1, Het. I'd like to get at least a few hours of sleep." 

| have mastered the art of not giving a fuck. 

‘I'm sorry." He says. 

"Don't be. Just bugger off and I'll be able to get an hour or two." 

"Not that.” 


| don't want him to continue talking. | really don't care anymore. | cant make myself care. There are so many 


things everyday life requires you to care about, and you've got to cut your losses somewhere. 
"James." 


My hand comes out to land on his shoulder but it encounters thin air. My brain barely starts forming a 


question when | feel my zip being pulled down 
Oh crap. 
"Get up ‘ere, Hetfield." 


The next thought dissolves into crumbs as he yanks my trousers just low enough and his mouth starts 


sucking on the side of my nearly limp cock 
What does the science about not giving a fuck have to say about this? 


My fingers fly to his hair and | pull him closer. Fuck He almost chuckles around my fully hard prick now and | 
shove a knee into his chest. He pulls back briefly. 


| wonder how that attitude got you any blowjobs up to this point" He mumbles through a grin before 


returning his attention to my cock. 

A hiss escapes me. 

"Less gibberish, more work." 

| don't have a clue how that sentence got out, except that it slipped through a moan. He squeezes my balls as 
a way of warning and my legs spread as wide as the trousers would allow it. James's fingers sink in the skin of 
my thighs and he starts bobbing on my erection like a pro, making my knees tremble and my cock harden even 
further. 

Fuckin’ fuck. Bloody ho-shit. 

His lips tighten around me on each upward stroke until they're barely open by the time he reaches the head 
and I'm quite sure if he goes on, I'll start begging. His tongue curls around the spot under it and he groans 
around my flesh and that finishes me. 

| fasten my hands into his hair and hold as | empty everything I've got into his mouth. | lose the feeling in my 
legs and my mind lets go of the question whether he swallowed the semen or spat it aside, mostly due to the 
fact that the only thing | hear is ringing. In my ears. No outside sounds at all. 

| feel him brushing against my body as he climbs up, disturbing my hanging belt buckle on the way. 

"How was that?" He asks. 

"Dog's bollocks," | breathe out, swallowing saliva. 


His mustache scratches my neck as he catches a patch of skin between his teeth. 


"I think you're just as drunk as | am." He muses, licking the spot he just bit. My eyes drift closed and | frame 


his head, then unglue him from my neck. 
"You'll never be that drunk." 


He grips my semi-exposed buttock and his teeth collide with my jaw. His hand grips mine and places it on top 


of his denim-covered arse. He breathes into my neck and his voice is low and slightly urgent when he speaks. 
"You've got ten seconds before | change my mind" 

| burn a hole through the darkness, hoping to see his expression or the look in his eyes but its futile. His 
sweaty palm leaves my wrist and | leave my hand right there, on his bottom. The button of his trousers pops 
open. The zip buzzes down. His breath kicks against my cheek. 

He whispers: "Five seconds." 


| grip his waist and we switch places. | press him face forward into the wall. 


"If you change your mind half-way through, I-" | rest my forehead against his shoulder blades for a second, 
then lick my lips and approach his ear. "| swear I'll hang you by your bollocks." 


A chuckle stretches his cheeks but he drops it quickly, adjusting his stance. 
"Don't ask me again, alright? Just go on" 


| strip down his jacket with trembling fingers, doing a quick work of his trousers as well. | leave his t-shirt on, 
maybe for his sanity, maybe for mine. 


| am faced - luckily through the dark - with his naked bum and my brain freezes. 
With Sav, it went smoothly. There were no pauses or odd moments 

This should be no different- 

Don't go there. 


| reach for his hair and sweep it off his shoulder, leaving the skin there exposed. It has a scent that draws me 
to it, something that's all at once familiar and new. | land a kiss on it, then give it a bite. 


His head tilts to the side and | take that as encouragement, sucking a patch into something that will probably 


be purple tomorrow. 

James hisses. 

In that moment, apprehension starts too ooze away from my body. He is giving himself. James. Is giving 
himself. To me. My mind and hormones thrive on that thought and | reach around for his cock, grasping its 


width and squeezing until | hear a groan. 


"Harder?" | whisper. 


"Yeah," He growls through an exhale. 


| start yanking on his erection with firm, tight strokes, working him until he's on his tiptoes and panting against 
the wall. 


‘lm glad you said `yes'" | murmur, placing a wet kiss on the side of his neck. 
| hear him licking his lips before he murmurs: "Bed?" 
"No." | squeeze the base of his cock. "It'll feel better this way." 


| know he's about to say something, so when he doesn't, | almost scowl, but my mind returns to the important 


matter very quickly. 


| breach the cocoon I've made around his body only to peel off my trousers, reach the bathroom in a couple 
of strides and bring a bottle of something slick with me. | don't turn off the light inside; instead, | leave the 

door ajar so that only a strip of light is coming into the bedroom, but it's enough. A wave of excitement runs 
through my body. James is standing by the wall, both arms against it, head bowed and skin exposed from the 


waist down. 


It takes a few of these realization episodes throughout the hour and each time, | feel like I've just seen the 
scene for the first time. And it's a slightly different scene every time, but some things are a constant. James, 


exposed, waiting. For me. 


His hair whipping around turns me back to reality and | press my body to his, nuzzling the place where his 


neck meets one shoulder. 


| uncap the bottle, and the sound makes James tense. A generous bead of lotion lands on my fingers and | drop 
the container aside, doing a quick work of keeping both of my hands busy. | grasp his heavy cock with one and 


resume stroking it while | cautiously reach for his puckered hole and start smearing the lotion into it. 
He tenses again. 
| know it's not the pain. So | lean in and whisper into his ear: "You're drunk, remember?" 


| stroke him with long, tight movements of my hand and his muscles soon have no option but to relax. | use 


the opportunity and sneak a finger inside and I'm surprised at the lack of a vocal reaction from James. 


He's panting at this point and | ride on the wave of success, squeezing him and twisting my hand as | reach the 
head of his cock and | grin when he shudders. | sneak another finger inside and start wiggling both of them, 
stretching him until the tip of my index finger brushes against his prostate and James jerks forward in my 


arms. 


"Shit-" He hisses. 
"Mhm." 


| pay attention to the sensitive place and he is soon clenching and unclenching his hands on the wall, writhing 
and squirming against both of my hands and both that knowledge and the amount of blood now in my crotch 


make me pull my fingers out. 


He growls through a breath and his thighs shiver against mine. | grip my own erection and very consciously 


press the head to his entrance. 

God almighty.. 

| continue stroking him while | push inside, third of an inch at a time. 

"Shit. Don't-just-don't go that slow." 

His breathing deepens and his hands clench on the wall again as | obey. 

What feels like a journey of its own later, | am about three quarters inside and it already seems like I'm gonna 


burst. James is still mostly quiet, except for his labored breathing, and | take that as a good sign | slide inside 
all the way and he moans for the first time. 


| whisper his name into his shoulder. 
"I know," He says, giving my thigh a brief squeeze. 


He knows. 


| am not sure | knew what | wanted to say, but whatever it was, he picked up on it. 


| release his cock and grab hold of his hips, sliding out slowly, then back in | angle my hips so that the 
underside of my prick brushes against his prostate with each push and James spits at the wall, letting out a 


long groan. 


| speed up, one stage at a time, and he starts growling and moaning, one hand flying to his own cock, but 
releasing quickly. He slams it to the wall, dragging his palm down the bumpy surface and pushing his hips back 


against me at the same time. 


| grunt and intensify my movements, pushing deeper and faster and he cries out a growl, scratching his own 
thigh, then scratching the wall. It takes all of my willpower to hold back as each of his moans sends a shot of 
pleasure down to my concrete-hard erection. | feel my release just about an inch away from me, so | pull him 


back to me and start yanking on his leaking flesh, smearing the escaped drops down the hardened tissue. 


"Fuck-" He chokes out and his hips freeze. Warm liquid runs down my hand and to the floor and | press myself 


as close as | can to him, stroking and milking him over and over again until he starts to shudder. 


His head drops back to my shoulder and | work my hips in and out of his body a few more times before | feel 
my own release rip through me, no less strong than the one he gave me earlier. Patches of light dance in my 
vision and that ringing clogs my ears again, making me lose feeling in all of my limbs at muscles, except for my 


groin. 

| release his softening cock and grab at his sides, my face resting on his shoulder. His hand covers mine and he 
tightens it briefly, then releases and slams it to the wall. | feel his sweaty skin unglue from mine and | pull out 
from the heat of his body and stumble a step back. 


He turns around and rests his head on the wall - eyes closed and lips parted. 


The aftermath of two orgasms has left me lightheaded, so | scan the floor for my trousers and pick them up 


to avoid sharing awkward glances. 

‘I'm not gonna flip out all of a sudden, you know.’ A sated, and quite a bit sober voice says. 

| turn around just as | zip up and hook the pin on the belt through the hole. James's head is still resting 
against the wall, but he's looking at me through the slits of his half-closed eyes. His breathing seems to be 
slowing down. 

"Didn't think you would" 

| did think he would. 

He attempts a smirk, then detaches his back from the wall and does a quick, careless work of gathering his 
scattered clothes. | watch him pull the items on his limbs and ruffle his sticky blond hair, ungluing the sweaty 
ends from his face. 

"Well," he clears his throat and | already feel the paws of regret creeping in. His gaze lands on something 
behind me and he grins - that much | can see in the barely illuminated room. "You've still got a couple of 


hours, right?" 


| nod, scratching my nose. | rest a hand on one hip and my eyes wander throughout my line of sight, 


occasionally landing on James's Tace. 
lly landing on J f 
"Well, see ya tomorrow, | guess." 


His hair swooshes through the air as the door opens and closes. | blink, and then crouch down, subsequently 
scooting my arse to the edge of the bed. | rest both elbows on my knees and stare at the door. 


There is no way this will ever happen without the awkward phase, is there? 


| purse my lips and crack my spine to a standing position, grabbing the phone from the nightstand and dialing 
the familiar code for Ireland. 


It's all green in Dublin 


Midnight 
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Interstate 80, 
WYOMING 


The very moment | sit down into the crackly wooden chair and glance at the parked buses, | hear familiar 
laughter and growl somewhere behind me. | pull out a pack of cigarettes from my trousers, yank one out and 
toss the pack to the wonky metal table. A throat clears and spit lands on the concrete. James emerges from 
behind my back and circles the table, then drops his arse into the opposite chair. The metal resonates as the 
bottom of a Coke can slams against it. James's head scouts the environment like a periscope. 

| drag a lighter out of my jackets front pocket and fire up the cigarette. A scrawny looking bird that doesn't 
look older than l4 stops by, resting the edge of a plastic tray on her thigh. Chewing gum stretches and loudly 
smacks all the way up and down her palate and teeth. 

"Can | get you anything?" 

| watch her try to brush off a stain of something from her apron 


"Beer's fine. And an ashtray." | extend my cigarette. 


"You got it" She drags her feet away and | turn my gaze to James. He leans over the table and grabs the 
cigarette pack, then wiggles two fingers at me. | toss the lighter over to him. 


My eyes trail from the buses to the gas station and back 


"| don't feel any different" James murmurs, sliding the lighter back and hollowing his cheeks for the first drag. 
"Should |?" 


| shrug. 


"Did you feel any different the first time you dipped in?" 


The can hisses as he contorts the lid and throws the ripped chunk away. He takes a swig, a few dribbles of 
Coke escaping his mouth and running down his chin. He wipes them off with the back of a hand. 


"Not really. Was kind of a let-down actually.” 


"Oh?" | sink into my chair, resting one ankle on top of the opposite knee and remembering that my question 


was only rhetorical. 


"Yeah." He wipes his mouth once more, then wraps dried lips around his cigarette. A cluster worth of Trabants 


exhaust pipe leaves his mouth. "Compared to my hand, it was nothing special.” 


"Here you go" A bottle and an ashtray land in front of me. That gum-smacking sound reaches my ears again 


"Two dollars, thirty cents, sir’ 
James whistles. 

"Is he gonna get a blowjob, too?" 

The girl looks at him with an odd expression. | push the coins into her hond. 

"Keep the change” 

"Thank you, sir.” She grins through her gum and sends a stinky glance James's way before walking away. 
"You got ripped off" 

"There are worse things." | lean back in my chair and wrap my lips around the bottle. 

"How did you feel?" 

| look back at him, dropping the beer to the table, but keeping my fingers around it 

"Excited. Clumsy" | scratch my cheek. "Arrogant. Don't know: 


"Nuh-uh," James shakes his head, then drops his cigarette into the tray and leans back, clasping both hands on 
his belly. "Not the first time your dick got wet" 


| pick up my beer again and ignore the layer of sweat between my palm and the cool glass. 


"| don't have that information disposed" 


James snorts loudly. 

"Eat shit, Yorkshire. I'm asking you." 

| take a breath and leave my cigarette into the tray. 

| don't know how the fuck you should feel." 

"What do you mean you don't know?" He drops both elbows on the table and some of his hair slips from his 
shoulder and down his leather-clad arm. | feel his sharp gaze piercing my skin but | don't make eye-contact 
again 

He watches, and it's a matter of moment before- 

"You didn't" He eventually says. "You fuckin’ didn't! 

| kick him under the table. 

"Voice down, Hetfield." 

He keeps on glaring at me. 

| let out a brief exhale. The chair creaks as | adjust my position. 


James stands up and walks away, leaving the table to swing back and forth on uneven legs. 


The background comes into focus and my eyes spot the lot of roadies gathered around one of the pump 
machines, taking turns sucking on the end of the hose, then spitting. 


Fuckin’ surreal. 


| pick up my beer and leave the table, purposefully heading toward the Metallica bus. But as usual, some 


tosser is there to fuck with me. | turn around upon hearing my name and shield my eyes with a hand. 
"There you are." Steve exclaims, resting both hands on his knees and panting. "Come on, we've got to board" 
| prop both hands on my waist. 

"Who sent you to do the honors?" 


Steve groans and sweeps a stray wisp from his forehead. 


"Phil. He's got this bird following him around" He inhales to help his heart rate drop down, "Not only can't | get 


a minute with him, but I'm running around doing all sorts of rubbish as well." 

| pat his back and look toward the dark-blue and black bus to my left. 

"Come on now, mate. Mal's already pulling out his hair." 

| look back at him and we both chuckle like ten-year olds. 

ll be right there." | squeeze his shoulder. "You go and give Mal a fuckin finger. Nobody's pulling up just yet" 


"Washing my hands," He says, raising them in the air and backing away toward the bus. "Don't be long, hell's 
ready to break over us." He points at the dark clouds approaching from the east. 


| glance around once more and climb into the vehicle. 
"He didn't. He only pissed on it. | was there, man, don't sell me stories." 
"You were fuckin’ stoned, Jase." 


"Nuh-uh," He shakes his coppery curls. "| was the most sober one out of all of you." He points to Lars and 


Kirk. 


"Most sober one?" Lars mocks him with a grimace. "Dude, you were crawling on all fours, sniffing for fuckin’ 


dandelions." 
Kirk cracks up, throwing his head back and bending one leg up on the seat. 


"l'm not making any of that up," Lars says. "I asked, and you said you were on to them. Dandelions." He shakes 
his head and runs a hand through his long hair. 


"You were, though." Kirk chuckles. "But he's right, Lars. James only pissed on it. It wasn't-" 
| clear my throat and place my hands on two opposed seat backrests. 

"aning a jolly good time, aren't yer? Any of you seen James?" 

Lars shrieks through a grin. 

"Heeey, Elliott.. what got you crossing into our territory?" 


"The very thing | asked about, as a matter of fact." 


Lars scratches his chin. 


"Haven't seen your boyfriend, but.. you might wanna check the convenience store. He's hunting down caps. Hey, 


actually, you could be of great help-" 

| flip him off with both hands and he laughs harder. 

"He's shopping," Kirk supplements, picking on his nails and nodding at me in a convincing way. 

"Thank you. Ulrich, blow me." | bow at them and leave the bus. 

"Do you need special help to get into the vehicle?" Mal starts me just as my foot lands on the concrete. 
| roll my eyes and brush by him, heading toward the Leppard bus. 

‘I'm serious. We could provide you with a golf cart or a wheelchair, or maybe a private jet" 


"Love you too, Mal.” 


Salt Lake City, UT 


"Can | stay a little past eleven, Mum? It won't be long, | promise" 

"Bob my knob, Joe." 

| laugh. 

"Filthy mouth, Mortimer!" 

"You can stay all you want to, but the hotel locks up at midnight" He knocks a knuckle against his wristwatch, 
"| won't turn into a pumpkin, | promise" | wave a dismissal and walk out through the glass doors. A cold drop 
lands on my forehead, then another one. | glance up at the night sky and hurry out of the cloak of light coming 


from various sources within the hotel. Goosebumps rise on my arms as | rush across the pavement and to 


the car park. 


If he's not there, I've run out of places to look in. 


| approach the hefty vehicle, then slide my hand just under the superstructure near the front wheel and 
unhook the handle. The door pushes open and | climb into the murky space. 


"Where'd you learn that trick?" 


| stop just as | rise from the last step and my eyes adjust to the darkness. James is sitting on the couch, legs 


straightened out in front of him and hands clasped on his belly. 
"Been touring for a while." 


| approach the couch and drop down beside James, joining my hands between my thighs. | glance around the 
room, registering different objects scattered around. My gaze finds James and | notice he's staring ahead. 


Whatever decision or firm intention | had before coming here dissolves as the silence stretches throughout 


the filled space. | clear my throat. 
"Hts better in the daylight, isn’t it?" 

He turns his head to me. For a moment, he seems ready to ask What? but then simply licks his lips instead. 
"When you're drunk, too" 


He confirms my suspicions with that and | scratch the back of my hand, then click my knuckles. | watch him 
turn his head to its normal position. 


"Why are you sitting in the bus?" 


The drops that warned me minutes ago come back with a vengeance, pattering against the windows in 
continuity, but without obstructing the conversation 


"| was supposed to be in your hotel room, actually" 
| clasp my hands on my belly. 

"Really. What stopped you" 

"Kl put my money on the lack of alcohol” 


| tell myself that's nothing to be bitter about, and its not even dependent on me, but my gut still tightens a 
bit. 


‘ls my room the issue? Because ‘ere | am, and you seem quite fine, actually." 
James purses his lips briefly. 
"I forgot to tell you the specifics. | was supposed to be in your room, pounding you through the bed" 


My throat constricts and my heart sends out a wave of blood that probably clogs some of my vessels 


because | can't hear anything. 
‘Ils that right?" | manage to croak out. 
"Mhm." 


‘No you werent" 

| dont say that. 

"Well, good luck with that" 
| dont say that either. 
‘Oh, you wish" 

| definitely don't say that. 


"What's stopping you?" 

He looks at me and only then do | register the words that came out of my mouth. 

Rain keeps splattering against the window. 

My fingers itch to rub the sweat off my trousers, but | dont move. 

James leans in, and | meet him halfway. 

His hand slides around my jaw and into my hair and | close my eyes just as my lips bump his. He opens his 
mouth and | sneak my tongue inside, feeling and hearing him breathe out into the kiss. My hand climbs to find 
something to hold onto and it happens to be his neck. He tilts his head and deepens the kiss, exploring the 
wetness of my mouth and drawing a groan out of me. He grunts quietly and catches my upper lip between his 
teeth, pulling it with him, then releasing. His lips brush against mine. 


"Get on the couch. Face the window." 


The weight of the situation finally sinks in with me and | feel my nerves working a net of impulses and sending 


them up and down my system. 


James rises from the couch and | climb up on my knees, resting my hands on the backrest and my eyes on 


the splashed glass. He grips my trousers, unzips them harshly and pulls them down. | growl to disguise the 


moan that escapes me and | feel his hands on my bottom, squeezing briefly before he comes to whisper in my 


ear. 
"Hands on the window." 


| press my palms to the cold, humid glass and count the drops that try to kick through from the other side. 
Belt buckle rattles and a zip buzzes down. 


Two arms wrap around my body and a kiss - then a bite - land on the muscle below my neck. | drop my head 
down and close my eyes, trying to become aware of what is happening. Hair falls around my face and | watch 


my cock pulsing eagerly in front of me. Everything is easy for him Black and white. 


James twists my head around and slides his tongue into my mouth. My fingers flex against the window and | 


return the favour, groaning when | feel him spread my cheeks and run a finger up my crack. 
| am about to get fucked 
Lord almighty. | shouldn't be letting this happen. 


With astounding tenderness, James runs his fingers over my waist and pelvis, sliding them under and around 
my cock and balls and | hiss as he squeezes. My hands slide down to the backrest of the couch and my gaze 
lands on the agile fingers milking me and clenching around my balls. James's thumb brushes over the head and 
| groan, hips pushing forward by instinct. He kisses my neck, and an annoyingly soft feeling spreads through my 


chest, running down to my cock along the way. | growl and grab one of his hands, squeezing it around myself. 


James's hips collide with my arse for the first time and | feel his erection slide down my crack. Suddenly the 
thought of what is about to happen sinks to my gut and | feel jittering in my nerves. | lick my lips and plaster 
my hands to the glass again, feeling the chill seep into my skin 


James moves, rubbing himself between my legs and panting with restraint. A somewhat filthy feeling comes 
over me, mixed with quaint, bold excitement. | blink at the sprinkled window and my eyes follow the sliding 
drops on their journey southward. 

Everything is black. The only light outlining the raindrops is a lampoon somewhere down the street. | see 
nothing through the glass until lightning illuminates everything for a second - and the road, trees and buildings 
come into focus. 


"Shit-" James starts, and | snap back into the moment. 


He runs a finger between my cheeks again, but this time, it's slicked with something cold My muscles tense 
and | lick my lips. 


"What's that?" 


"Not sure." He breathes back, rubbing up and down until he finds my hole and pokes inside. 

It doesn't hurt. | can't lie. It feels odd, but his finger is slick and fairly slim in comparison to what | should 
expect, and for a moment, | begin thinking this might not be so bad. But | still sense my gut tumbling and I'm 
forced to admit to myself that, probably just like James felt the day before, it's not the possibility of pain 
that holds me. 

And that makes my stomach twist even further. 

| can deal with the pain. Its something that | simply get through. We're all made to endure such conditions. But 
when your mind holds a fortress, tearing it down feels like being gutted alive. And the fact that my arse 
doesn't hurt, but my mind does, creates a really big crater in my chest. 

But as far as James is concerned, | am growling like a man, having no problem with all of this whatsoever. 
"You want it?" James whispers by my ear. 

Thunder rips through the sky outside. 

"Fuck you." | hiss back 

He chuckles somewhat breathlessly. 

"You want it" It's not a question this time. 

He rubs the head of his cock against my hole and a moment later, he is pushing through. 

Fuckin’ hell. This does hurt a bit. 

But completely opposite of what | expected, the thought of him breaching my body like that levels the pain and 
makes blood surge to my cock He pushes inside, one inch at a time, and the deeper he goes, the harder | 
become. | clench my fingers against the now warmed glass and stay still, letting him go in all the way. He 
grunts and | close my eyes, and then open them again, watching my breath dim the window until it turns into a 
cocoon that shields the inside of the bus from the outside world. 

James moans loudly as he sinks in all the way. 

| press my forehead to the glass and close my eyes, adjusting to the feeling of being stretched. 


"Bloody tosser" | whisper to myself. 


James's warm skin plasters to mine, from the small of my back, down to my ass and thighs. He wraps both 


arms around my torso and | unglue my head from the window. He licks the side of my neck, then bites it and 


breathes into my skin for a while. 
"You're mine." 
A shudder runs through my body and | ignore the small alarm that sounds off in the back of my mind. 


He rests inside my body, not moving or saying anything for nearly a minute, and it's incidentally enough for me 
to adjust to all the sensations. Then he starts moving; slowly at first, but picks up the pace soon enough. 


| groan and bare my teeth, squeezing my eyes against the onslaught and scratching my fingers down the 
window. 


"Fuck—fuck-" 
James chokes out a moan and keeps on slamming into me, going harder with each push. 


"You're fuckin’ mine. You know?" He is panting and squeezing my sides as he slides in and out and | slip an elbow 


on the glass in front of me, grabbing his thigh with my other hand. 
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" | squeeze out. 


He spreads his legs and angles his hips slightly, hitting my prostate dead-on | shudder and break apart against 
the window and the couch, my nails sinking into his leg. 


"You... fuckin’ belong to me." He growls and picks up the pace. | try to keep my moans inside but his thrusts 


make me cry out and release a series of choked groans, squeezing my eyes and not giving a fuck anymore. 


"Bloody. hell.. James.. oh shit-" His hand wraps around my cock, which feels as hard as a diamond by now, and 
pulls on it, the sweat making the strokes smooth and even 


"Tell me, motherfucker-tell me you're fuckin’ mine." 

My whole body flushes and muscles all over me begin convulsing. 

"Oh fuck—fuck-shh-fuck-" 

Pleasure sparks from somewhere deeper in my body even before | feel my come splattering my own skin, 
James's hand and the couch. | jerk in his arms, growling out a prolonged syllable of something. | feel him 
pounding from behind, wringing out the last drops of semen out of me and groaning and whimpering himself 


until a secondary sensation of hot liquid coating my insides registers in my brain 


| drop my head to my forearm, squishing it against the glass and bringing my other one to rest on top of it. 


James drops forward, his forehead radiating heat into my back and | feel two arms squeezing around my 


middle. His breath kicks against my skin in perfect frequency. 
We lean on each other like that for a while, not speaking or moving. His soft cock slips out of me and | feel a 
spark of pain and something else l'm not sure what is. | unglue myself from the window and James stands up, 


letting me climb off the couch. | drop back into it, resting my weight on my tailbone. James sits by my side, 


mimicking my position and leaning his head back. 
"Uhm." 
| grunt back 


"Fuckin: shit.” 


| lick my lips and close woozy eyes against the darkened image of the ceiling. A roar rips through the night 
outside and | savor the rich sound of rain that follows it. 


‘I've always liked thunder." James says all of a sudden 

| open my eyes, staring upward. 

"Is so powerful. You sit inside, and listen to the rumble." His voice seems sated. "It's so much bigger than you. 
And yet it's here. It feels like something's gonna happen. Something exciting. It may be bad, but at least itll 
happen. Things will change. Or they won't. But.. it's comforting in a way. Don't know why." 

| playback his words for a few moments. 

"Kind of like trains?" 

His head lolls on the headrest and turns toward me. 


"Yes." He stares at me through the near darkness and | try to make out his pupils. "Just like trains." 


| roll my head and look toward the ceiling again 


Brandeis 
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With a yawn that seems to have lasted for the past half an hour, | walk over to the table hosting Sav and 
Phil, each one in their own world. Phil pours a bag of something into his steaming cup and nudges Sav's 


newspaper with a knuckle. 

"What?" 

"A little courtesy at the table, please” 
‘Leave ‘im be, Collen” 


He raises his head. | sit down across from him, placing my weight on my thighs. | yank forward a plate of 
American pancakes, eyeing the thick dough. 


"Morning to you too." 

"What's on the menu?" | ask, grabbing the nearest knife and fork and proceeding to stab a few meat slices, 
then transfer them to a clean plate. Spotting chunks of cheese, bacon and eggs, | transport them closer to me 
and dive in. 

"So where'd you and Hetfield go last night?" 

Fork stops before it reaches my lips. 

"Me and Hetfield?" 


"Yeah." 


Out of the corner of my eye, | catch Sav raising his newspaper higher and snuggling into his seat. A few drops 
of mayonnaise drip from my fork so | push it into my mouth along with a chunk of pancake. 


"Where'd you get the idea that we were anywhere, together?" 


Phil makes an odd sound. 


"You didn't sleep at the hotel last night. Oh, and Metallica reported they had no idea where their singer had 


gone to." He adjusts his shoulders in the chair. "Doesn't take a braniac." 
| swallow the awkward bite and stare at him. 


"You should pay more attention to what's going on in your garage." | cut off a piece of pancake and stuff it 


into my mouth. 

‘I'm not saying this to fuck with you, Joe." Phil leans forward, dropping elbows on the table. "But the last thing 
both of the bands need right now is some screw-up. If your.. whatever goes sideways-well, who knows what 
will happen" 

| need coffee. 

| leave the cutlery into the smudged plate with partially eaten meal in it. 

"l'm serious, Phil. Pay some more attention to what's going on in your field. Might learn things." 

| recklessly swipe a napkin across my mouth and leave the table, heading toward the vending machine. My 
temples pulse as | pick out a few coins and push them into the slit, reaching for the handle and grabbing the 
cup. 


"Don't listen to him." 


| raise my head and watch Sav fish for quarters in his too tight jeans. The weight of the cup increases as it 
fills with coffee and | release the small handle just before it spills over the edge. 


"He needs to mind his own business, | already told him-" 

"If the look on your face is any indicator, then, shit-don't listen to Phil." 

| close my mouth and watch him pour coffee for himself. 

‘Its not his place to comment" He pulls the cup away. "And worse things have happened." 
When he notices me looking mutely at him, he gives me a courtesy, lopsided smile. 

"You have a different feel about you." 

| stare at him. 


He slaps my shoulder. 


"Where there's will, there's a way." 


He walks by and out of sight, leaving me standing there like a duck on its first day in water. 


"Slash is in town? Awesome! What's he doing here?" 

Lars lowers his beer and wipes a palm off his thigh. 

"He, uh, came by for a movie marathon, | think. There's a ho-" 
"Where is he? Is he here, at the hotel?" 

"Yeah, but" 

"Gotta say hello to that fucker." 

TRE 


James leaves the room, hair flaunting behind him. | turn to Lars with a brief exhale, but his intense expression 


makes me scowl. 
"What?" 
"Nothing. Just-go get him. He needs a fuckin’ anchor right now. Or any time of day, come to think of it." 


| blink at him, and then follow James out of the room, noticing him rooted in the spot not even two steps from 


the door. 


| come to stand by his side, glancing sideways at him. Just as l'm about to ask what's going on, | spot a cloud 
of black hair standing in front of a vending machine at the other end of the corridor. His shirt is missing and 
so are his shoes. The only thing covering him is a pair of low-hanging, faded trousers which seem to be held 


on his body by only one thing - his cock. 


He grabs a few items out of the machine and pads back to one of the rooms, grinning broadly at someone 
inside, then closing the door behind him. 


| look at James. 


His teeth grind and his nostrils flare and there's a somewhat wounded look in his eyes. | open my mouth to 
speak, but he storms down the corridor and through the door to his room. | follow him there and close the 
door behind my back 

"What's the matter?" 

"That's Hammett's room." He barks out through clenched teeth. 


| start to ask a question, but an image suddenly appears in my mind. | bite my upper lip and give up trying to 


investigate. James paces around the sparsely furnished bedroom, occasionally running a hand through his hair. 
‘Its none of your business. Last time | checked." 

Fuck off, Joe." 

"Why do you care?" 

"It pisses me off" 

"Why?" 

"I don't know." He growls. 

"Yeah you do." 

"Fuck of fl 

"Why does it piss you off?" 

"Because that stuff cant be happening in my fuckin’ band!" 

| lean back against the wall, hands behind me. 

"It can't, can it?" 

"Fuck no." He runs a hand through his hair again. "And what the fuck's wrong with Slash?" 
| cross my ankles, watching him pace. 


"Out of all the people in that fuckin’ band, he's the last one I'd expect to see in such a.. situation" He grumbles 
in a distinctly bitter way. 


"He is, isn't he?" 


"Stop repeating everything | say!" He continues walking around. 

"Slash isn't your problem. You are your problem." 

"What?" He snaps, eyes narrowed. 

"Confident, masculine. Has his own thing, doesn't let people sell him shit. And he's queer. Isn't that ironic?" 
He stops for a moment. 


"He might be bisexual, have you thought of that?" He then growls and presumes walking, this time in front of 
me. "It doesn't fuckin’ matter! And what the fuck are you on about?" 


| purse my lips and cross my arms over my chest. 


"Let's face it, Het. Aside from your usual pointless condemnation of Hammetts personal affairs, you're only 


pissed off at yourself. And its your masculinity you can't believe in anymore, not Slash's!" 
He lands a punch to my jaw and it slams my head against the wall. | blink and run a hand over my lip. 
He stares at me with wide eyes. 


"| give as good as | get, you know." | manage to say somewhat calmly, wiping blood and saliva from my mouth. 


"But what good would that do? I've proved my point." | allow my arms to flop. 
James lets out a frustrated grunt, then drops his arse to the bed. 


"So what?" He mumbles eventually. "I'm fuckin’ pissed off. Don't | have the right to be? And you're the one to 
fuckin’ talk." 


"Look, let's not toss the potato, alright?" | wipe the bloody finger against my jeans and sit on the bed by 


James's side. 


"| don't want to project that.. whatever. They have no fuckin’ idea what they're doing. | don't wanna fuckin’ 
pretend its the same. It's.. it's not." 


Blood clogs my ears and | strain against it to hear whatever he has to say next. 
But he doesn't. So | push. 


"It's not?" 


"No." He growls quietly. 
"That's all m gonna get?" 

"That's all you're gonna get" 

| look at him for a few moments, eventually letting out a smirk | nudge his shoulder with mine. 

"Don't let it get to you" 

"Easy for you to say” 

‘Up yours? 

He grins and looks at me, then shakes his head somewhat curtly. 

"| dont wanna talk” 

| snort. 

"What a miracle.” 

He flips me off and reaches out a thumb to my lip. His finger brushes up and down 

"| didn't mean to. You know?" 

"This is the second time you've done that. Try again and | might start thinking you have a fetish of sorts" 


He snorts through a grin and leans in, claiming the healthy part of my mouth and sliding his tongue inside. | 
run a hand up his chest and frame his head, inhaling the kiss. 


"Strip." He orders with a smug smile and | rise from the bed. 


"I'd love to challenge you on that one, but we've only got." | crane my neck to glance at the clock on the 


nightstand. "Half an hour before Mensch comes storming in, so consider this one won" 


"That's the only reason?" He pulls his shirt over his head, then crawls up to the headboard on his arse, 


unbuttoning his jeans on the way. 
"Indeed." 


| drop the last piece of clothing down to the ground and climb right after him, straddling his thighs until | can 


pull his cock from the slit of his jeans. He groans and grabs my forearms, eyes closing. 


| scoot down and take him into my mouth, ignoring all the tensing muscles as he swells to full hardness. 
"Yesss—fuckin’ shit. Take that." 


| smirk on the inside, somewhat glad he is more liberated and forthcoming this time. My mind buzzes with 


possibilities, even more so when he stops me to suggest we join forces. 
"Y-what?" 


"You know, itll be less time-consuming and.” | watch his voice drop and cheeks darken as he goes on. "Never 


mind. Forget it. That shit's too queer anyway." 

| slip my tongue into his mouth, prolonging and deepening the kiss until | feel his cock twitch in my hand. 
"Down you go." 

"What-oh, no, c'mon, | didn't-" 

| scoot to the foot of the bed and pull his legs until his head is on the covers instead on the headboard. 
"Yeah you did" 

| yank the faded jeans off his legs and toss them aside, then crawl up his body for another kiss. 

"Do you prefer ‘aving my bollocks dangling down your face, or the other way around?" 

He closes his eyes and | chuckle at the blush on his cheeks. 

"You are so dead." 

"Up it is then" 

| push him out of the way and take his place, then urge him to straddle me upside down 

"You've got some balls, Yorkshire." 

"Why thanks, | shall remember to relay that to me Mum." 

"| didn't mean literally, dick" He grumbles. "You've got some balls doing this-" 


"Shut up and suck me," | say just before | fasten my hands onto his cheeks, and take his cock into my mouth. 
He groans and relaxes a bit, returning the favor. 


Minutes later, he's getting into it. | use my hands to knead his balls and squeeze his erection to compensate 
for my sore lip and it doesn't take long for him to start trickling into my mouth. Apprehension gone, he 
intensifies the suction and soon enough, we're both panting and groaning and dripping sweat and come onto and 


into each other. 


Skin slick with various fluids, it begins to itch and luckily, James rolls over and slumps down by my side, hairy 
head sinking into the pillow. 


| wipe my mouth with the back of one hand and drop it to my chest, deep breaths coming in and out of my 


lungs in perfect frequency. 


James pulls one hand under the pillow and yanks out a lighter and a pack of cigarettes, offering them to me. | 


shake my head and watch him light one, then toss the rest to the bed. 
"Did you know that | hate God?" 


The light from the window makes the smoke look nearly transparent and | watch it drift up to the ceiling. The 
sweat on James's chest glistens, but its drying slowly. 


"You don't mean that." 
"And it's not because | think He never gave me anything, or some shit like that." 
The hand with the cigarette falls out of sight. Smoke oozes out of James's mouth. 


"But every single thing in my life | decided | cared about, He took away. Forbade. Moved it out of my reach. Or 
just claimed for himself" He turns his head toward me. "And | don't understand why." 


Weight presses my chest. | watch him follow with his gaze as the cinders fall off the cigarette and to the 


floor. 


"You never will," | say to him. 


"Mhm" He grits his teeth for a moment. "And that fuckin’ pisses me off. You know? I'd at least like to know 


why. Am |-" He stops talking, then sucks the cigarette in, and | realize he won't finish the sentence. 
The sheets burn its way into my skin so | wiggle to a colder part of the bed. 


"Don't try to explain it," James is quick to say and | nod after a moment. "| don't need that. | need Him-actually, 
| don't anymore. But | used to need His explanation Now | just don't give a fuck" 


He tosses the cigarette into the empty vase on the nightstand and puffs out the last cluster of smoke. 


| can't take anything away from him; at least | can pretend he's not there." 
| don't say anything for a few moments. Neither does he. 


‘Ive tried thinking through my issues," | tell him eventually. "You know, forcing them out of my mind by dealing 
with them and whatnot." 


He snorts. 

"Yeah. Be your own doctor and shit" He rubs his upper lip with a hand. "At some point, when you do dare to 
dive into the mess and try to understand stuff better - cure yourself and whatnot - you'll find all kinds of 
crap there." 

He sweeps a stray wisp of hair from his forehead. 

"And for a moment, you'll think you've made great progress, just by acknowledging the depth of the problem. 
Knowing yourself is step one, right? Shrinks are brilliant. But in reality, you've simply uncovered the wound, and 
now its just gaping open, day after day, with nothing to heal it. And even the fuckin’ breeze can hurt it. So 
don't think you're doing yourself a favor by tampering with your mind. Some shit's buried there for a reason" 
| open my mouth, but after a few moments, | simply close it again 

A brisk knock comes at the door. 

"Balls off the bed, Hetfield!" 

James groans and rises to a sitting position with a grunt. 

| straighten up, then start picking up my things from the floor. 

"Next episode," | mumble to him. 

"Nuh-uh." He stands up and shakes his head. 


"l wont come by again! You be late to the rehearsal, don't bother showing up!" 


James rolls his eyes and sends a glare in the direction of the door. | get the urge to circle the bed and kiss 
him, but something holds me back so | just smirk at him. 


"We'll see." 


Azure 
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San Francisco, CA 


| observe the dirt and bushes as they unfold before my eyes, bringing forward a big road sign that states we 
have entered the County of San Francisco. They soon start giving way to low storey facilities, buildings and 


homes. 


Calling Karla this morning and telling her that our gig was postponed and relocated due to a technical accident 


didn't sit particularly well with her. Proven by the fact that she asked me why | sounded so happy about it 
| wasn't happy. Maybe a little energetic. 

| swipe a hand over my muzzle and rest my chin in one palm 

We could be in Denver. Or Atlanta 


But we're in San Francisco. Counting the fact that we've already done LA, it means only one more gig after this 


one. 


"Can you believe we're stuck here for two days? And it's fuckin’ raining on top of that, so | can't do shit” 
James flops on the bed, back bouncing off it. 


"What makes you think you can't do shif" | ask as | climb right after him, straddling his thighs. He chuckles 
and grasps my hips. 


"Well, apparently | missed the point." 

"Uh-huh. And yes, | can believe we'll be ‘ere for two days. But | don't believe we're stuck, per se." 
"Per se?" His eyebrows scrunch up. "Did you just say per se?" 

"Fuck off." 

He chuckles again. 

"You're right about one thing. We're not necessarily stuck" 

| lower my torso and lace my tongue with his. His hands reach up and plunge into my hair. 

"You always do that" He says when we part. 

"Do what?" 

"That-" He inhales deeply. "Breathing thing." 

"I can't get enough of the smell of you," | reply as poetically as | can. 

"You do realize I'm this close to sending my foot up your ass, right?" 

| chuckle and then slide off his body. 

"If there's gonna be anything up anyone's arse, you'll need to lose the rags." 

"Just me?" He asks as he unbuttons his jeans and wiggles them off his legs. 

| stretch up to the nightstand, open the drawer and pull the lubrication out. 

‘For starters." | free the front of my trousers. "Now, be a good lad and get your arse up." 
James's eyebrow quirks. 

"Who says you'll be doing the fuckin'?" 

"I do." | kiss his bottom lip and clasp it between my teeth. James sighs with exaggeration, rolls over and sticks 
all fours into the comforter. | run a hand over his cheek and thigh and his hair swooshes around as he sends 
me a glance. 


"Do | look like a chick from a porno?" 


| stifle a laugh. 
"Lose the attitude and you're there 
"Oh, just blow me, Yorkshire” 

| snort. 

"Hts not a challenge if you know I'll do it" 


He shakes his head and | run a hand down his crack, feeling the swell of his testicles. My tongue sweeps over 
my lips. 


"Not like this." | murmur and he turns around again. The beast that lay tamed for a while lurks from his eyes 


and | decide to cross the bridge as quickly as | can. "| want you on your back" 

He shakes his head and stares at the headboard. | move his hair aside and place a kiss on the side of his neck. 
"Please." 

Shit. | said please. Why did | say ‘please’? 

He looks back at me and stares for a while. Then he rolls over and presents me with his nudity. The trail of 
blond hair disappears under his t-shirt, but the other end clusters around the half-hard piece of flesh lying 
sideways on his thigh. 

| swallow and nudge his legs up. He bends his knees, holding both calves with his hands. 

Oh bloody... 

| yank my trousers until they're half-way down my thighs and lean over his body, making eye-contact. His 
gaze doesn't seem defiant or proud, as | would have expected. It's rather mild, trusting and somewhat 
apprehensive. 

| kiss him, sneaking my tongue inside, and he responds. | push my hips forward, nestling my cock against his and 
he shudders through a sigh, reaching up with one hand and holding the back of my neck. | back out and offer a 
few fingers to him. He licks them thoroughly, one by one, then all together. 


„like a good litte whore. 


Shit. 


| close my eyes and shudder at that thought. 


| trail my fingers down to his scrotum, then lube up a few fingers and stretch him out, watching for a 


reaction. 

His lids drop and his lips part. 

"You're so great like this." 

He opens one eye and purses his moustache. 

"Open your legs wider." 

He watches me with the one eye for a moment, then spreads his legs, hands still gripping his calves. 
"Fuck yeah." 

"You gonna perv all day and night, or am | getting it any time soon?" 

"Don't be too eager or you'll sound like a slapper.” 


He chuckles, then moans as | kiss him several times, sliding down his jaw, neck and clavicle and finally positioning 


myself at his entrance. The moment | slide in, he grunts and provokes a chuckle from me. 


"Ungh-we'll need to trim that dick of yours." 


The moment | step into the lounge area, my eyes lock onto them. Huddling, whispering, giggling | watch Steve's 
face and it strikes me as relaxed. Really relaxed, unlike the bollocks he's been selling for the past weeks. Phil's 


arm is slung over his shoulders and they're swaying to the music coming from the speakers. 


Phil looks up from the table as | pass them by. | nod, and he gives me a lopsided smile, then turns his 


attention back to Steve. 
| take a breath and stride on toward the booth Lars and Jason are sitting in. 
"Loud ‘ere, isn't it?" | grin and Jason scoots aside, nodding toward the stage over people's heads. 


"Not yet. These guys are supposed to be good, I'm told” 


Lars chugs a bottle of something, then licks his upper lip. 
"They'd better be. | had to bribe the fuckin’ idiot to get this booth’ 

"Well," | glance around, "It's crap" 

He sends me a glare. 

"Thanks for noticing, dicksmack Hts the least stinky crap of them all" 

| shrug with one shoulder and lean back, watching people and alcohol bottles mingle together in the crowd, 
"Hey, why'd you reject the blondie back there?" 


| turn my attention to Lars, realizing he saw me decline an offer from an underdressed vixen just minutes 


before. 

"Don't know, mate... honestly. | called wife this morning and.. it kinda ruined the mood" 
He chuckles. 

"Say no more. ‘sides, it may be time to become faithful, huh?" 

| realize | dont know what to reply, so | just laugh. 

"What ‘ave they done with the place? Last time | was ‘ere, it seemed much more rocknroll. Now its." 
"Crap?" 

| scowl 

"Pretty much” 

"Kt won't be for long,” Jason pitches in with a smirk at Lars, who groans. 

"Yeah. And Def Leppard's cursed 

"Wot?" 

Lars sends a thumb Jason's way. 


"He's talking about this weird encounter we had in front of the club. Some witch-fuckin’ witch is all | can use 


to explain that-kept grabbing at us with some fuckin’ story how this whole thing's gonna collapse-" 


"Dissolve into pieces," Jason interjects. "Under the will of God-" 


"yeah, and shit-and we had to fuckin'-see, that's another one | forgot," he looks at Jason "I had to bribe her 
too. | had to fuckin’ pay her to let us into the club." He groans. "l'm tired of giving money!" 


| snort. 
"Not what you had in mind when you ‘eard the word ‘postponed’, eh?" 


"Not at all, man." Jason replies and Lars nods, his mouth stuffed with the bottle. He wipes it with the back of 
his hand. 


"Not what | had in mind when | heard ‘Tour with Def Leppard’, either. You know? I'm fuckin’ sitting here, with 


Jason of all-" 
"Hey" 


‘| love you, man, you know that" He slings an arm around Jason's neck and kisses him on the cheek. "But you'll 


always get the shortest straw when it comes down to chick business." 

| chuckle. 

"Anyway.. nothing's the same, dude." He pushes a stray lock from his face. "Only two years ago, | was dying 
after a night like this. Fuckin’ worn like an old sock Chicks and chicks and.. fuckin’ after parties with Kirk and 
the.. it's not there anymore. This tour? | fuckin’ expected more from it" 


"Me too." 


"| expected something way cooler, you know? Us and Def Leppard? Wow. You know | beat my meat on that 


even before Metallica fuckin’ existed." 

| nod with a smirk 

"But this.. is it the fuckin’ year? Is it the year? Because nothing seems to be going right this year." 
"Not exactly nothing, man" Jason says. 

"Well, almost nothing. It seems so fuckin’ weird. And | don't think | like it" 


His monologue fades to background as | replay several lines he said They spin around through my mind until 


the crowd cheers and the club comes into focus again. | glance at Lars. 


"They'd better be good." 


"About time, fucker." James growls and pushes me to the wall, biting the back of my jaw and licking the bite 
afterwards. "| got tired of waiting. By the way, we're really gonna have to trim your dick Or at least chisel the 
sides a bit. | can't fuckin’ sit down" 

| laugh and let him drag me to the bed, and then pounce on me. 

"The only thing that may get trimmed is your tongue, Hetfield. No chisel is coming near my knob." 

"Hmm. Then | guess we'll just have to permanently establish that I'm the one doing the fucking," 

| embrace him as he pushes my legs open and settles between 

"Are you willingly admitting you ‘ave a shorter prick?" 

"What will get me better results?" 

| laugh. 

"Neither. Your cock isn't negligible, just so you know. | had to sit on my thighs the whole following day." 

He unzips my trousers and pulls them down, doing the same to his own, and then kisses me on the mouth. 
"Wish I'd been there to see it" 

| unglue my lips from his. 

"You wish you'd been there to see me grimace in public or moan in the loo?" 

"The moan part sounds interesting." 

"So does pissing with a boner. In practice? Not so much." 

He chuckles and pulls my tank top over my head. 


"I've had enough of this conversation. Fuck time!" 


"See? There's nowt wrong with the classic style” 

"Yeah, but that wouldve been way cooler" 

"Im not riding anything, Het. With the exception of a horse, perhaps" 

James chuckles, panting ever still 

"In Hime” 

He throws an arm over his head, sinking into the pillow and looking out the window. 
"Don't ever do that again, though” 

He looks at me. 

"Do what?" 

| clear my throat: 

"Persuade me to obey my master and all that 

"di~ 

"Imagine if | started yelling Rock of Ages at you in the middle of-why are you laughing?" 
"Rock" James snorts. "OF ages." He laughs out loud. 

| shake my head, then flip one of the pillows and hit him with it 

u 


His chuckles subside after a while, and he rolls over to me, resting his head on a propped hand. He leans in and 


kisses me, wrapping an arm around my back and pulling me closer. 
"Is that-blimey-is James-fuckin'-Hetfield cuddling?" 
"l'm gonna feed you this pillow." 


| laugh. 


"Why so sure | won't?" 
| crane my neck to look at him better. 
‘Only if you're one of those." | wiggle my fingers. 


"Those what?" 


“Corpse-shagging wankers." 


He grabs a pillow and stuffs my face with it. | laugh into the material, and James removes it, checking to see 


my expression. He then shakes his head and dumps the pillow aside. | rub my eyes and blink at him with a 


slightly discouraged smile. 

His face seems serious. 

"Let's go for a walk later. Whaddya say?" 

| blink again. 

“Alright. Why?" 

"No reason. I'm just glad we're in San Francisco. The weather is nice." 
The endorphins in my brain disperse at the mention of the city we're in 
| smirk at him. 

"The weather is nice? That's the best argument you've come up with so far." 
"Do you want me to fuck you again to keep you quiet?" 

| click my tongue. 


"That's not gonna keep me quiet." 


"Good point." He tackles me into the sheets and kisses my neck, climbing up to my jaw and lips and | fixate my 


hand to the expanse between his shoulder blades. He presses himself into my skin and | soak in the scents 


surrounding me; soap, sweat and the aroma of sex. 


San Francisco. 


Shit. 


James dives in, making out with me like we're about to shoot the next Deep Throat, but my mind keeps 


reminding me that he doesn't get it. 

We're in San Francisco and he doesn't get it. 

A thumb brushes my bottom lip and he rolls us to our previous positions, side by side facing each other. 
"| like that you're here." He says. 


Unsure of how to respond, | simply look at his face. His eyes are studying the thin line of sheets visible 
between our bodies. 


"You don't ask questions all the fuckin’ time. You don't poke into the matters-" 
"James. l'm not trying to be insen-" 

"No, just-shut up. | wanna tell you." 

| let him gather his thoughts. 


"Everyone always wants to know what happened. Why am | like that? What's wrong with me? How | shouldn't 
take life so seriously. | should realize everyone has their issues." He makes a disgusted grimace, then 
straightens his brow. "It's like, there's not a single person who hasn't tried to dig around, you know, poke inside, 
uncover stuff and shit. Because each one of them goes in under the assumption that they will make it better. 
Dozens, hundreds haven't, but they will. Magic fuckin’ touch. If we had a chance to pick any wisdom, we'd pick 


our own all over again, right?" 
He snorts. 


"They can't find the solution, but they keep pushing. Stickin! their noses into my business. And you don't do 
that. You don't act like I'm a fuckin’ broken china or something that needs glue. Or like I'm a rabid dog." He 
bares his teeth for a moment. "I like that one better but it still makes me wanna push them through the wall." 


He scratches his chest, then drops the hand between us. 


"You treat me like a normal guy." His nostrils flare for a moment. "For fuck's sake, acting like you're afraid to 
break a legless war vet is only gonna fuck them up further, isn’t it?" His hand runs through the hair at his 

temple. "Only one other person doesn't act out besides you. And that feels fuckin refreshing." He inhales, gaze 
darting across the room. "I haven't rambled this much since.. | don't know, | only ramble this much on stage." 


He grumbles. "That's good.. | think. That's what I'm saying. You know?" 


| nod at him and smile. 

"Who's the other person?" 

He waves a dismissal. 

"Doesn't matter. | just.. needed to say that. | guess." 


After a few moments, | expect him to growl and blush, slamming something and cursing the weak moment, so 


when he doesn't, | cup his jaw and wait for him to look me in the eyes. When he does, | kiss him. 


"I need to sleep," he says when we part. | nod and start to roll off the bed but he pulls me back with an arm 
around my middle, then scoots down until his head's on the pillow. "Where the fuck you think you're headed?" 


He pulls me to his chest and imbeds his knees into the back of mine, nose sinking behind my neck. His arm 
tightens just enough so that | couldn't go to the loo if | needed to. | relax my muscles and place an arm over 
his, feeling the hairs on it stand up, just like mine. 


Maybe he does get it. 


I'm not sure if that's a good thing. 


Sky 
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Seattle, WA 


His arms, sweaty and sudsy, wrap around my torso and | lean into the heat of his body. The water intensifies 
the smacking sounds of skin-on-skin and | shake the damp fringe out of my eyes. The image of my cracked 
skull flashes through my mind so | prop both hands on the tile in front of me. 


| hear our unsynchronized grunts echoing through the heat that rises and | feel sweat leaking down my 
temples and spine. Rejected drops of water retaliate and hit my calves in a random pattern. | spread my legs 
wider and groan against the onslaught on my arse and pelvis and James almost senses that, and then picks up 
the pace. The skin and muscles stretch until they're practically numb and | scrunch my face, welcoming the 
pain and the pleasure and simply the intensity of it all 


James roars something - he always has to roar - and comes. | let out something between a whimper and a 
growl and | feel my brow straightening and relaxing, dripping onto my face and dragging it to the floor. Blood 
pumps through my veins and my knees buckle as a hand squeezes my cock - probably as a reflex - and that 
finishes me. Red dances in front of my eyes. The thick, rich pleasure that surges through and out of me is 
dirty and it usually ruins the moment to an extent, but this time, | embrace it and ride on the wave of pain 


that follows the dispersion of endorphins. 


Moments later, hair is being swept out of my eyes and two arms are being locked around me. The sound of 
water drops hitting the tile is no longer distinguishable; instead it sounds like static coming from a broken radio. 
The heat rises from the tiles and up to the ceiling and my eyes bling against the fog. When James fails to 


release me, | close them. 


He needs to go. 


But he stays wrapped around me, and the water doesn't cease to run. Heat continues rising and the hairs on 


my legs and arms start itching, but | don't move. 


Whether there is any human-made noise in the dressing room or the corridor, | can't hear it. Whether anyone 


happens to come in, | can't move. 


Worst of all, the small sign of pain that appears any time | shift even tenth of an inch tells me it might be 
best if he leaves his cock inside. But it's not the pain that worries me, it's- 


James clears his throat and parts away. | grit my teeth as he pulls out and | make a quick turn to face him, 


ironing my expression to a neutral one. 
"You'd better go before Mensch's nosy nature leads him ‘ere.’ 


James offers half a smirk and steps under the other spray to wash off the come and stench from his skin. 


He grabs a towel from the rack and wraps it around his middle, not bothering to put another one on his head. 
"Later, man" 

| turn around as he leaves and | swallow a lump, blinking before my gaze slides down to the wet tile, following 
the pink water that gathers around the drain and disappears into it. | swipe a hand across my balls and beyond 


and my fingers come off bloody. 


| inhale and step under the spray, letting the stream hit my eyes and forehead. 


"Did you, er, talk to Phil?" 


| turn to the newcomer. Steve's bottom lip is sucked in, replaced by his tongue. | shake my head and turn back 


to my suitcase. 

"No" 

"Come on, Joe." 

My gaze shifts from a pair of clean black socks to Steve again | let out a small breath. 


"You couldn't actually call that a conve-" 


He clasps me in a hug, laying a cheek atop my shoulder. 
"Thanks, mate." 


| shut my parted lips and accept the embrace. My hands squeeze around him and | close my eyes for a brief 
moment. The hug smells soothing and dubiously hopeful. Also kinda sour. 


| jab my fingers in his torso. 

"Eat something." 

He squirms away from me with a chuckle and | run a hand down his cheek, then knead the cords in his neck 
"Go fuckin’ find him. He's probably bored outta his bloody mind" 

Steve smiles and walks out of the room. 

| yank my trousers higher and return my attention to the suitcase. 

In approximately ten hours, it'll all be over. Gig played, crowd pleased. And we'll be rolling again. Metallica busses 
will be on their way to Los Angeles; we will be heading to the east coast of the States. No celebration, no 
party, no bender of any sort. 


Maybe things have changed. 


| rumple two shirts and squish them into the most vacant corner of the suitcase, pushing in a pair of jeans 


right after. 

| never was much of a Seattle lad, anyway. Don't know what people see in it. 
A knock comes at the door and! slam the suitcase lid closed. 

Its open!" 

"And here | thought | was the messy one." 


| twist my head around. James has both hands in his pockets, a smirk on his face. His eyes are gesturing 
toward my clothes. 


‘Life's full of surprises," | say, adding a smirk at the end. He shuffles a couple of feet to his right, subtly 
closing the door. He then walks back to where he stood a yard away from me, and | walk around the bed, 


picking up any leftover items | might find. 


| know | hurt you this morning.’ 

| snort and sneak a glance at him. 

"You didn't Aurt me. Relax." 

"Joe" 

No `Yorkshire this time. 

| kneel by the bed, bending to search for any stray items under it. 


"Give it a rest, Het." A moan breaks my sentence and | reach my arm to grab a lost button Huh. That 


might've been there from the previous guest. "I'm a man, | can take it" 

"| know." 

“sides, the first time we did that crap," | rise from the dusty floor and flick the button to the nightstand, 
brushing my hair out of my eyes. "I got off on your bloody lip. How fucked up that?" | walk over to the 
opposite nightstand and pick up the black rubber band | left there, then tie my hair behind my neck. "So | don't 
think you need to worry." 

When | turn around, he's standing an inch away from me and his hands are snaking around my back. He leans 
in, smoothing a stray lock of hair from my cheek and kissing me. | let myself relax, knowing | don't have many 
such moments left, even though, strangely, we haven't said a word about the topic. In fact, we are still 
maneuvering around it. 

We part away and | lick his saliva from my upper lip, then smile and pass him by. 

“ave you packed yet?" 

"Nah. Don't care much about underwear. | can get it anywhere." 

| click my tongue and zip my suitcase. 

"You never know when it might come handy. What if you're able to cash it in a few years from now?" 

He snorts and pushes both hands into his pockets. 


"II leave that to Lars." 


"Speaking of Lars, did he work it out with Kirk? Whatever they had going on" 


l'm aware l'm asking completely irrelevant questions, and | am sure he realizes it too. But as long as | can stall 
this, | will. Don't know how wise that is, but who gives a damn. When was the last time | did something wise, 
anyway? 


"They can't stay mad at each other too long. Besides, even when Kirk's mad, he's not really mad" 


| walk into the loo, leaving the door open so that my voice carries through, but in reality, | only stare at the 


mirror once l'm inside. I've run out of questions. 

‘So where are you heading once you reach Pennsylvania?" 

He wants to go into it, apparently. Or at least he wants to push me to it first. 

| turn the water on, washing air off my hands. 

"Sleep the night, and then we're off to England, | believe." 

James still hasn't tried to come into the bathroom. 

"What about you?" | ask. 

He makes a careless noise, like he's stretching. 

‘Don't know. | was thinking about disembarking in San Fran Dont feel much like partying" 
"Hmm." | comment, well aware that it might not be heard in the bedroom. 


"Were gonna take some time off, probably." He adds. "I was thinking about travelling the world and shit." He 
chuckles. "Well, not really travel the world and all, just.. move a bit Out of the States and whatnot." 


| step out of the bathroom and wipe the remnants of water drops off my trousers. 
"That's good. Great, actually. Travelling's always good" 


| couldn't make that comment any emptier and | scowl just as it leaves my mouth. His voice is a tad softer 


when he speaks again. 
"Joe." 
"Let's not. Alright?" 


He pulls in his bottom lip, facial hair coming into focus. 


"You can call me a coward, or whatever, but | despise this sorta thing. Its bollocks." 


One of his hands climbs to his waist, the other one falls by his thigh. His mouth opens briefly, then closes 


again. 
| was gonna say | would call you." 


| raise my head to his face and make a slow, prolonged nod. Then | pass him by and grab my suitcase, leaving 


it by the bed 


"You'll be travelling the world, James. l'm sure you'll find something better to do." | add a lopsided smile but it 
seems futile once | look into his eyes. 


They're cloudy. Not in that good, energized, Hetfield way, but rather like a crust of ice has just formed on the 
surface. As milliseconds pass by, | notice they're covering and reforming a shield in front of the wounded look 
that was briefly there. In that moment, the comprehension that I've betrayed him sinks into my mind and | 

realize he has shut off again - probably back to the state he was always in - and that he probably won't be 


coming back from it. | regret what | said immediately, but it's too late. 


Not two days ago, he told me | was one of two people he felt completely comfortable around - or as 
comfortable as he can be - and | managed to throw that out the window. Guilt and regret squeeze my chest 
and in my mind, | have already huddled him, reassured him it was all a slip of the tongue and that | will be by 
the telephone, and that everything's fine, because there's still the option of taking it back. Everything's just 
fuckin’ fine and it is just the end to this tour, nothing else. 


In reality, concrete seems to be spreading around my feet until I'm rooted to the spot, watching him glance 


around the room and nod, expression hardened and back straightened. 

"Alright, | gotta check in with Peter; Newsted told me he's been looking for me." Even his voice sounds like it's 
trying to harden to his usual growl. He scratches his stubbled cheek and walks toward the door. "See ya 
tonight." 


| take half a step back closer to the wall and feel it up with my hands. A cold feeling spreads through my skin 


ard | squeeze my eyes. 
Pennsylvania. England. 


Everything's fine in England. 


Sweat dripping down my forehead, | wipe it with the short towel and stand up to throw it in the laundry 
basket. My gaze lands on the stage, where Lars and Kirk are still throwing drum sticks, picks, water bottles 
and paper into the relentless crowd, laughing and groping as they pass each other. James is standing by the 
few mechanically set stairs, partially hidden by the spare speakers. His arms are folded; his gaze fixated on the 
stage. | can't see his eyes fully, but | see a glimpse of one. 


The guilt is present, but the weight of the situation hasn't sunk in with me yet, so my legs obliviously lead me 
to stand by his side. | cross my arms over my chest and watch Kirk turn his arse to the crowd, throwing a 
drumstick out from between his legs. In that moment, something clicks in my mind and some of the loose 
threads tie with each other. 

"Hammetts the other person, isn't he?" 

James looks at me, but | keep my gaze straight. 

"What? | don't know where you got that idea 

His head returns to normal position | unglue my tank top from my sticky chest. Lars is spritzing a stream of 
water at the crowd. Kirk wraps an arm around his neck, pointing something in the audience and then laughing 


into Lars's ear. 


| briefly wonder where | stand on James's clearance-level list right now, but | subdue that thought right away. 
| don't think | wanna know just how much | blew it. 


‘| love Lars, he's like a brother to me, man" James eventually says. 

| nod, still looking ahead. 

"But-" He puffs a breath in a lack of words. "He doesn't need it. Kirk's friendship and loyalty and.. Kirk is wasted 
on that. | don't mean that Lars isn't worth it, fuck-he is. As fuckin’ psycho as he is sometimes, he's totally 
worth it. It just takes a deeper look to see it. | just mean that-" 

"Kirk's not expendable, you know? He's not gonna wear off like a.. fuckin’ soap bar or something.” 

He clicks his tongue and stares ahead. 

"I know." He mumbles eventually, and then looks at me, like he doesn't know why he just told me that, and that 
hurts a bit-actually, more than just a bit. He then looks back at his two band members, inhales and pulls his 


jeans higher. 


"l'm gonna.. go pack." 


He turns around and walks away. 
| stand in my spot, eyes tracking movements on the stage and filing them into some back corner of my mind. 
This is it. This is what I'm gonna get, at most. 


And I've got nobody else to blame but myself. H's not James; James didn't run away from a queer relationship 
like a coward, | did. He wasn't the one thinking this whole thing wasn't doable anymore - or maybe just being 


too weak to find out - it was me. 
Me. 


When Phil asks me, days later - somewhere above the Atlantic Ocean - if I've said my goodbyes and how l'm 
gonna survive being apart from James for so long - and | know he's teasing me - | don't know what to say. 
When we finally land and | drag my feet to what's supposed to be my home and Karla greets me warm and 
willing - reprimanding but relieved - and when the day is over, and then another one, and another one.. and 
when Peter happens to slip into a conversation how James told him to pass me a message, | nearly vibrate 


with stagetright and trepidation. 


"He said something about how you were right. How he finally sees it or some fuckin’ epiphany like that. | don't 
know, man, he seemed a little bit on the heavy end, if you know what | mean" Peter chuckles, his exhale 
creating static. "He was probably testing the waters for the next album, thus the poetic side. Anyway, I'm 


calling Steve today; he hasn't picked up the phone since we landed. I'll see ya tomorrow, man" 

When he is done, | click the receiver and the house lights flicker for a second. 

I's not the closure | have allegedly received that rests on my chest at that moment, it's the fact that the 
last conversation James and | had wasn't even about this. It was about Lars and Kirk. We didn't talk through 


this, we never finished. 


| lean back on the sofa and my body sinks into the cushion. The lights flicker again and then the power goes 


out. 


The End 


